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ON  Friday,  20th  October  1854,  while  walking  by 
Stoke  Damerel  Church  with  our  orphans, 
about  3 P.M.,  we  met  Anna,  who  put  in  my 
hands  a note  from  Sister  Emma,  bidding  me  go  at 
once  to  Plymouth.  I gave  the  children  into  her  care 
and  went. 

.On  reaching  Windham  Place,  Sister  Emma  told  me 
she  had  received  a telegram  to  send  me,  Sister  Bertha, 
and  Sister  Amelia  to  London.  So  we  left  Plymouth 
by  the  5 P.M.  mail  train.  At  Totnes,  Margaret  joined 
us,  having  received  a similar  message  at  Asherne,  and 
posted  thence  just  in  time  to  catch  our  train.  At 
Bristol,  Clara  joined.  We  made  conjectures  as  to  our 
destiny,  but  wide  from  the  truth.  Having  heard  of 
an  outbreak  of  cholera  in  London,  we  fancied  we  were 
going  to  nurse  there.  We  reached  London  about 
4 A.M.,  and  drove  to  Osnaburg  Street.  There,  Sisters 
Catherine,  Elizabeth,  and  Clara  received  us  affection- 
ately, but  did  not  enlighten  us  as  to  our  destination. 
In  about  an  hour  I was  sent  to  the  Superior,  who 
looked  ill  and  exhausted,  scarcely  able  to  speak.  She 
said  shortly,  and  with  effort,  “ Our  soldiers  in  the 
East  want  nurses — some  are  going— I wfsh  to  send 
eight — are  you  willing  to  be  one?”  Gladly  and 
shortly  I answered  “ Yes,”  and  went  away. 
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Reminiscences  of  Scutari  Hospitals 


As  I rejoined  the  sisters,  Sister  Bertha  said  she 
knew  it  was  some  pleasant  mission,  I looked  so 
happy.  I did  feel  thankful  and  happy,  both  for 

such  interesting  work,  and  to  escape  trial  and  per- 
plexity I had  been  enduring. 

21  st  October , 7 A.M. — We  then  went  to  bed,  and  to 
sleep,  though  told  that  in  two  hours  we  must  rise  and 
go  to  Sidney  Herbert  (Secretary  at  War)  for  his 
directions.  Accordingly  within  two  hours  we  rose 
and  drove  to  Belgrave  Square.  There,  after  waiting 
a time,  we  received  our  papers  of  agreement,  and  with 
the  other  nurses  received  instructions  from  Mr  Sidney 
Herbert.  He  spoke  of  our  duties — of  modesty  and 
propriety,  of  enduring  hardness,  and  of  carefully 
avoiding  religious  proselytising;  and  ended  by  thank- 
ing us  for  being  willing  to  engage  in  an  office  which 
must  be  trying,  but  which  might  be  a very  great 
comfort  to  the  poor  men  who  had  suffered  for  their 
country,  and  so  deserved  consideration.  He  spoke 
well.  There  we  met  Miss  Nightingale,  and  from  the 
first  moment  I felt  an  impulse  to  love,  trust,  and 
respect  her.  Her  appearance  and  manner  impressed 
me  with  a sense  of  goodness  and  wisdom,  of  high 
mental  powers  highly  cultivated  and  devoted  to 
highest  ends.  On  leaving  Mr  Herbert’s  we  returned 
to  Osnaburg  Street.  A lady  at  Mr  Herbert’s  gave  us 
each  a railroad  rug,  which  did  good  service.  We 
spent  the  rest  of  Saturday  in  preparatory  needlework. 

22nd  October. — jNext  day,  Sunday,  we  received  Holy 
Communion  at  St  Mary  Magdalene  (Munster  Square), 
and  in  the  evening  we  were  put  under  the  charge  of 
Miss  Langston,  head  of  St  Saviour’s,  London,  Sister- 
hood. 

23 rd  October. — On  Monday  ntorning,  about  6 A.M.y 
we  left  St  Saviour’s  for  London  Bridge  Station,  where 
we  met  again  our  sister  nurses,  about  thirty  in  number, 
and  five  nuns,  not  in  any  conventual  costume,  but  in 
simple  black  dresses.  Mrs  and  Mr  Bracebridge  were 
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there,  and  went  with  us.  Miss  Nightingale  had  pre- 
ceded us  to  Paris.  We  had  a hurried  breakfast  at 
Folkstone,  and  then  went  on  board  the  Boulogne 
packet.  As  the  boat  left  the  pier,  the  crowd,  knowing 
our  destination,  gave  us  three  hearty  cheers,  and 
quickly  the  coast  of  England  receded  from  sight. 
Some  expressed  sentiments  of  regretful  affection,  but 
soon  all  such  emotions  were  put  to  flight,  and  sounds 
and  sights  of  physical  distress  succeeded.  Miss  Lang- 
ston and  I alone  established  our  character  as  good 
sailors;  the  rest  of  our  party,  with  the  nuns  and  nurses, 
afl  proved  themselves  unable  to  withstand  the  dis- 
astrous. effects  of  a swell  in  the  English  Channel. 
But  these  sufferings  were  soon  over,  and  we  stood 
rather  giddy  on  the  pier  at  Boulogne.  We  walked  to 
the  hotel,  where  a very  tasteful  display  of  French 
cookery  awaited  us,  for  which  the  host  refused  pay- 
ment. The  poor  merry-hearted  porter-women  also 
insisted  on  carrying  our  luggage  without  payment. 
After  resting  a few  hours,  we  proceeded  to  Paris, 
which  we  reached  late  at  night  I was  too  tired  and 
confused,  from  a succession  of  disturbed  nights,  to 
remember  much  of  our  circumstances,  but  I remember 
we  each  gladly  retired  to  a neat  clean  little  white- 
curtained  French  bed. 

24 th  October. — We  rose  early  next  morning,  and 
after  breakfast  met  an  addition  to  our  party — the 
five  nuns  from  Bermondsey,  who  (as  soon  as  they 
knew  that  their  services  would  not  be  rejected  by 
Government),  had  been  sent  off  by  their  ecclesiastical 
superiors,  but  had  waited  for  us  at  Paris,  being  required 
to  do  so  by  telegram  from  Mr  Sidney  Herbert,  which 
reached  them  there.  I was  much  struck  by  the 
appearance  of  one  of  these  nuns — her  pale  face,  ex- 
pressive countenance,  and  dark  grey  eyes  were  very 
interesting.  She  seemed  to  me  in  appearance  the 
very  beau  ideal  of  a nun  as  she  first  appeared  in  the 
grey  early  dawn,  and  further  acquaintance  only 
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deepened  the  interest  she  excited,  though  not  in  all 
points  fulfilling  the  idea  her  saintly  sort  of  beauty 
expressed.  Her  convent  name  was  Sister  Mary  de 
Gonzaga.  The  manners  of  these  five  nuns  were  very 
pleasing,  there  was  no  gloom,  no  formality,  no  self- 
consciousness  apparent;  animated,  simple,  affectionate, 
and  humble,  they  seemed  to  be  indeed  living  epistles 
of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  known  and  read  of  all 
with  whom  they  had  intercourse.  Surely  their  su- 
periors had  wisely  chosen  in  selecting  them  for  this 
mission,  for  certainly  their  conduct  did  much  to  dis- 
arm dislike,  and  to  gain  proselytes  to  their  cause.  It 
was  sad  to  us  to  find  that  at  least  two  of  them,  and 
they  the  most  striking  and  attractive  of  the  five, 
had  been  children  of  the  Church  of  England.  We 
drove  through  Paris  a little  before  seven,  and  took 
the  railway  to  Lyons. 

We  dined  at  one  of  the  stations.  On  starting  after 
dinner,  one  of  the  officials,  a policeman  or  porter, 
having  heard  who  we  were,  addressed  Miss  Langston, 
“ Ah,  madame,  que  je  voudrais  etre  un  de  vos  malades 
afin  que  vous  me  rappeleriez  a la  vie  ” and  was  very 
anxious  not  to  waste  his  politeness,  asking  each  of  us, 
“ Entendez  vous  ce  que  je  dis.”  On  assuring  him  we, 
did,  he  begged  leave  in  English  to  shake  hands,  and 
said  “Good-bye.”  We  reached  Lyons  on  Tuesday 
evening,  and  passed  the  night  in  an  hotel. 

25 ih  October. — Early  next  morning  we  went  down 
the  Rhone  to  Valence  by  boat.  The  country  seemed 
beautiful,  though  the  weather  was  wet  and  misty' 

2 6fh  October. — From  Valence  we  proceeded  by  train 
to  Marseilles,  and  remained  there  till  Friday. 

zjth  October. — As  we  had  nothing  to  do,  and  could 
not  go  out,  these  days  were  somewhat  dreary,  and  our 
meals,  being  the  chief  event  of  the  day  and  breaking 
its  monotony,  acquired  undue  importance.  The  rest 
of  the  day  was  spent  in  needlework  in  our  larger  bed- 
room, and  in  silence.  So  the  signal  for  meals  was  very 
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welcome  when  we  went  along  intricate  passages,  down 
stairs,  and  through  a garden  which  led  to  the  sal/e  a 
manger , where  we  found  assembled  the  nuns  and 
nurses,  Mrs  Bracebfidge  presiding.  One  morning  five 
persons  appeared  in  a conventunal  dress  of  coarse 
white  serge,  with  the  linen  head-dress  of  nuns.  They 
looked  very  conspicuous,  and  to  me  far  from  attractive ; 
their  dress  seemed  coarse  and  ill-shaped,  and  gave 
them  altogether  a ghastly  and  ungainly  appearance. 
I did  not  feel  inclined  to  rejoice  in  this  acquisition  to 
our  party,  and  wondered  whence  they  had  sprung. 
On  examining  them  more  minutely  I thought  I knew 
some  of  their  faces,  and  on  looking  round  at  the  rest 
of  our  party  found  the  five  Norwood  nuns  in  simple 
black  dress  had  disappeared,  these  white  figures  taking 
their  place.  Considering  these  facts,  and  recalling  the 
features  of  our  departed  companions,  the  result  was  a 
conviction  that  the  quiet  well-behaved  ladies  in  black 
who  had  accompanied  us^from  London  still  existed, 
and  seemed  to  purpose  continuing  with  us  in  a new 
and  to  my  mind  by  no  means  an  improved  form. 
Some  of  us  could  hardly  be  persuaded  they  were  the 
same.  On  Friday  we  sailed  from  Marseilles  in  the 
“Vectis.”  It  was  a bright  sunny  evening,  but  the 
superstitious  among  us  attributed  the  distress  and 
mishaps  of  our  voyage  to  our  beginning  each  stage  of 
our  journey  on  Friday.  Going  to  the  “Vectis”  in 
small  boats,  when  we  got  on  deck  we  found  ourselves 
in  a little  steamer,  and  were  at  once  introduced  to  our 
quarters,  which  were  in  the  fore-cabin,  where  there 
were  berths  for  forty,  which  we  fully  occupied.  They 
were  divided  into  little  recesses,  each  containing  four 
berths  like  little  shelves.  We  had  the  two  innermost 
recesses  nearest  the  forepart  of  the  boat,  of  course  the 
most  confined  and  farthest  from  fresh  aif,  though  the 
most  retired.  The  nuns  had  a little  division  for  them- 
selves at  the  foot  of  the  cabin  stairs.  The  nurses  lay 
between.  In  bad  weather  the  nuns  were  best  off  for 
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air,  though  they  paid  for  this  advantage  by  having  a 
double  allowance  of  water  which  the  boat  constantly 
shipped,  and  which  washed  over  the  deck  and  came 
down  the  cabin  stairs.  Till  overcome  by  sickness, 
Sister  Mary  de  Gonzaga  was  kept  pretty  busy  swab- 
bing up.  Miss  Nightingale  being  a very  bad  sailor, 
retired  as  soon  as  we  got  on  board.  Among  our 
fellow-passengers  were  several  doctors. 

Sister  Bertha,  knowing  her  tendency  to  sea-sickness, 
disappeared  as  soon  as  we  got  on  board,  and  took 
possession  of  her  berth,  where  she  remained  the  whole 
voyage  in  much  suffering,  yet  most  calm  and  cheerful, 
taking  a composed  and  bright  view  of  our  forlorn  and 
rather  desperate  circumstances.  Miss  Langston,  Sister 
Elizabeth,  and  I were  in  the  same  compartment  with 
her,  the  four  others  of  our  party  in  the  one  opposite. 
My  shelf  was  above  Sister  Bertha’s,  but  I passed  only 
one  night  in  it,  preferring  from  experience  of  its 
horrors  to  dispense  with  bed  altogether  rather  than 
to  lie  down  in  a close  little  box  like  a coffin,  narrow 
and  devoid  of  air,  but'  full  of  crawling  creatures._ 
During  the  intervals  of  her  sickness  Sister  Bertha 
employed  herself  in  a general  massacre,  so  that  before 
we  finished  our  voyage  she  had  nearly  exterminated 
the  inhabitants  of  her  division  ; but  the  remedy 
seemed  worse  than  the  disease  — dead  and  dying 
bugs  worse  and  more  offensive  than  those  in  the 
full  vigour  of  life  and  in  active  exercise  of  their 
energies  and  faculties.  So  I left  mine  in  undis- 
turbed possession,'  and  spent  my  nights  on  the  /cabin 
floor.  / 

Soon  after  we  left  Marseilles  the  sun  set,  but  most 
^ * 

of  us  remained  on  deck  till  it  was  dark,  dreading  the 
closeness  of  the  cabin.  But  the  weather  being  calmr^ 
we  were  able  to  keep  the  skylight  open,  and  passed  a 
comparatively  tolerable  night.  Twp  boys  acted  as 
filles  de  chambre  to  the  victims  in  the  “ Vectis’  ” second 
cabin  whose  state  became  gradually  increasingly  dis- 
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tressing.  Several  were  from  the  first  confined  there 
by  sickness. 

2 8//z  October . — On  Saturday  morning  we  passed 
through  the  Straits  of  Bonifacio.  The  coast  on  either 
side  seemed  rocky,  barren,  and  precipitous.  On 
leaving  the  Straits  a little  sea  rose.  The  “Vectis” 
was  a swift  sailor,  but  not  fitted  for  a rough  open  sea. 
Saturday  was  a fine  day,  though  rather  breezy. 
Toward  evening,  as  the  sick  were  lying  exhausted  in 
their  berths,  having  eaten  nothing,  they  heard  a 
refreshing  clatter  announcing  tea  at  the  other  end  of 
the  cabin,  and  began  to  indulge  in  visions  of  the  relief 
a cup  of  tea  would  afford,  and  to  form  hopes  of  its 
reaching  them.  These  hopes  being  delayed,  they 
raised  a feeble  cry  for  “ tea/’  but  in  vain — it  was  not 
heard — no  one  thought  of  them ; no  tea  reached  them — 
and  they  had  to  exercise  patience  and  resignation. 
We  who  were  not  sick  kept  as  much  as  we  could  out 
of  the  cabin  for  fear  of  joining  their  number,  and  so 
were  absent  when  this  trial  occurred.  Sister  Bertha 
bore  it  bravely.  Sister  Ethelreda,  who  suffered  ex- 
ceedingly from  exhaustion  and  want  of  air,  had  recourse 
to  Eau  de  Cologne,  and  told  me  she  preserved  her  life 
by  drinking  it.  The  lads  who  were  our  attendants 
were  not  negligent,  but  with  forty  women  to  wait  on, 
mostly  sick,  they  could  not  do  much.  The  sick  were 
in  general  patient  and  unexacting.  Mrs  Hodges,  one 
of  St  John’s  nurses,  who  died  of  fever  at  Scutari,  was 
very  unwearied  in  waiting  on  her  sick  companions. 
On  Saturday  night  those  of  our  party  who  were  well — 
Miss  Langston,  Miss  Erskine,  and  I — sat  on  deck  all 
night  in  preference  to  enduring  our  close  cabin,  and 
aggravating  the  sufferings  of  the  sick.  Miss  Nightin- 
gale and  a lady  who  landed  at  Malta  also  lay  on 
mattresses  on  deck  all  night. 

29 th  October. — Sunday  was  fine.  ' It  did  not  seem 
like  Sunday : no  service,  and  the  sailors  seemed  more 
than  usually  busy  preparing  to  land  cargo  at  Malta. 
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On  Sunday  night  we  again  remained  on  deck, 
and  early  on  Monday  morning  (30  th  October ), 
before  daybreak,  we  reached  Malta.  Soon  the  boat 
was  surrounded  by  noisy  Maltese  boatmen  offer- 
ing their  services,  and  a little  after  daybreak  Mr  B. 
appeared  and  invited  us  to  go  on  shore.  Five 
nuns,  seven  of  us,  and  almost  all  the  nurses  went. 
Our  boat  followed  Mr  B.’s,  which  seemed  running 
out  to  sea,  but  it  turned  a point  and  ran  into  a bay, 
where  we  landed  on  the  rocks  with  a little  difficulty ; 
one  nurse  plumped  into  the  water,  but  scrambled  out 
without  injury  beyond  a wetting.  On  shore  we  were 
immediately  surrounded  by  noisy  guides  offering  their 
services.  Mr  B.  seemed  to  understand  them  perfectly, 
and  with  equally  noisy  rebuffs  got  rid  of  them,  and 
took  the  office  on  himself,  marshalling  us  in  pro- 
cession— black  sisters  in  front,  white  sisters  in  rear, 
nurses  intermediate.  So  we  marched  through  the 
town,  Mr  B.  running  on  before  and  chatting  to  every 
respectable  person  he  met,  and  announcing  to  them 
our  meaning — “Nuns,  ladies,  and  nurses  going  to 
nurse  the  soldiers  of  the  British  army  in  the  Crimea.” 
The  Church  of  St  John’s  Knights,  to  which  he  took 
us,  was  very  beautiful  and  gorgeous,  but  I was  too 
tired  to  admire  it  much,  and  felt  annoyed  at  being 
guilty  of  gaping  irreverence  in  walking  about  and 
gazing  while  mass  was  being  celebrated,  though  the 
kneeling  congregation  seemed  quite  undisturbed. 
The  nuns  naturally  joined  the  worshippers,  though 
Mr  B.  remonstrated,  and  threatened  to  leave  them 
behind.  At  last  they  left  the  unfinished  service;  and 
returned  with  us  in  the  same  order  as  before,  under 
Mr  B.’s  command,  who  seemed  quite  at  home  in  the 
Mediterranean,  and  kindly  anxious  that  we  should 
see  and  be  seen  as  much  as  possible.  “ Halt ! ” “ To 

the  right  face  ! ” “ Advance  ! ” “ Halt ! ” he  shouted, 

while  we  meekly  obeyed  to  the  best  of  our  bewildered 
understandings.  We  were  weary  with  sleepless  nights, 
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and  tnough  so  early,  the  sun  was  dazzling  and 
oppressive,  and  there  seemed  a white  blaze  from 
bare  rocks,  and  a great  want  of  shade  ; so  we  were 
glad  to  get  back  t6  the  little  “ Vectis,”  which  soon 
left  Malta  and  advanced  to  our  destination.  We 
spent  the  day  on  deck,  occasionally  going  down  to 
the  cabin,  where  the  sick  again  began  to  accumulate, 
and  when  unwelcome  night  came  on  we  were  pre- 
paring to  spend  it  on  deck,  when  a message  came 
from  Miss  N.  requesting  us  not  to  do  so,  and  a gale 
rising  rendered  it  impossible;  so  a little,  after  dark  I 
retired  to  our  cabin,  falling  down  on  the  way  from  the 
ships  motion.  Sister  Elizabeth  had  gone  a little 
before,  and  seeming  unsafe  in  her  movements,  the 
little  French  courier  politely  offered  his  arm  for  her 
support,  but  in  vain,  for  as  they  crossed  the  deck  a 
sudden  lurch  laid  them  both  flat  on  the  deck.  “It 
comes  worser  and  worser,  I tink,”  said  the  poor 
courier,  scrambling  up  on  his  feet,  and  certainly  it 
became  considerably  worse  ere  we  reached  Scutari. 
When  I reached  the  cabin  I found  the  skylight  closed 
and  covered  with  sailcloth.  It  was  never  again 
opened,  and  as  it  was  the  only  legitimate  entrance 
for  light  or  air,  both  were  carefully  excluded  ; con- 
sequently the  air  was  very  foul,  the  floor  wet  (for  no 
efforts  could  entirely  exclude  the  water),  and  thickly 
strewed  with  sick  women.  Three  of  our  party,  Sisters 
Elizabeth,  Harriet  Erskine,  and  Margaret,  lay  there, 
and  I joined  them.  One  of  the  officers  came  down  to 
bid  us  keep  up  our  hearts  and  not  be  alarmed,  for  the 
gale  was  rising,  and  we  should  have  a noisy  night._ 
Most  of  the  nurses  promised  to  behave  well,  and  not- 
withstanding the  noise,  most  soon  seemed  in  a quiet 
sleep.  I had  no  inclination  for  sleep,  though  wearied, 
wet,  and  cold.  I sat  listening  to  the  whistling  wind, 
praying  the  Lord  Almighty  to  grant  us  a quiet  night 
and  a Christian  end. 

30 th  October . — A little  after  midnight  the  noise 
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increased,  and  one  wakeful  timid  nurse  rose  and  went 
to  the  bottom  of  the  cabin  stairs.  Seeing  her  nervous 
trepidation,  I begged  her  to  sit  down  quietly  by  me, 
but  she  would  not,  and  soon  after  a fearful  noise 
began  on  deck,  as  if  the  men  were  dragging  chains. 
The  poor  nurse  thought  this  preliminary  to  the  sailors 
escaping  and  leaving  us  to  be  lost,  and  she  uttered  a 
fearful  shriek,  and  then  a burst  of  wild  cries  for 
“ Mercy  this  once,  only  this  once.”  The  nurses  being 
roused  from  sleep,  took  up  the  cry,  and  “Mercy,  mercy, 
Lord,  have  mercy,”  resounded  on  all  sides  as  they 
hurriedly  arose  and  began  to  dress.  In  vain  I tried 
to  quiet  them,  and  then  went  to  the  head  of  our  party 
and  begged  her  to  use  her  efforts  to  soothe  and  quiet 
them,  but  she  said  very  composedly,  “ I have  no 
authority : I cannot  interfere.”  I feared  their  going 
on  deck  and  being  washed  overboard,  or  puzzling  and 
disturbing  the  sailors  at  their  work.  Meanwhile  Mrs 
C.  addressed  them  in  a tranquillising  tone : We 

are  not  flying  from  the  face  of  the.  Almighty,  nor  from 
His  work;  if  we  die  it  is  in  a good  cause,  and  God 
won’t  let  us  perish  in  vain.”  One  nurse,  who  seemed 
calm,  and  boasted  to  be  an  old  sailor,  volunteered  to 
go  up  and  find  out  “ all  about  it.”  She  soon  returned 
and  quieted  the  others  by  assuring  them  the  sailors 
had  not  left  the  ship,  nor  intended  doing  so,  that  we 
had  run  upon  several  rocks,  but  the  “ Vectis”  being  a 
good  ship,  no  harm  was  done  as  yet.  I do  not  know 
how  she  obtained  this  information,  which  seemed  to 
satisfy  the  nurses,  though  my  only  satisfaction  was  in 
knowing  that  she  was  talking  nonsense.  However, 
the  panic  subsided,  though  many  spent  the  remainder 
of  the  night  in  prayer  and  some  on  their  knees.  One 
prayed  aloud  in  Welsh,  and  expressed  her  regret  that 
we  could  not  benefit  by  the  beautiful  words  she  was 
uttering.  By  return  of  daylight  our  spirits  rose,  and 
Sister  Elizabeth  and  I attempted  to  leave  our  dismal 
cabin,  which  was  becoming  a chamber  of  horrors. 
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Though  still  rough,  the  storm  was  less  violent.  The 
poor  sailors  seemed  tired  and  wet,  but  cheerful  and 
good  tempered.  As  we  two,  tired,  dirty,  and  rather 
miserable,  stood  at  the  top  of  the  cabin  stairs,  Sister 
Elizabeth  asked  one  of  the  sailors  to  fill  us  a cup  with 
the  water  which  was  freely  washing  over  the  deck. 
We  could  not  wash  below;  it  was  difficult  to  stand, 
and  we  could  not  reach  the  basins  without  incom- 
moding the  sick.  He  good  humouredly  filled  our 
cup,  and  dipping  the  corner  of  a handkerchief  in  the 
salt  water  and  rubbing  it  over  our  face  and  hands,  we 
did  all  our  circumstances  permitted  in  the  way  of 
toilet,  and  then  took  the  opportunity  of  a lull  to  cross 
the  deck  and  stagger  over  to  the  stern,  where  we 
passed  the  day.  I felt  too  worn  out  and  the  passage 
across  the  deck  too  dangerous  to  attempt  it  often,  and 
so  left  the  sick  a good  deal  to  themselves,  especially 
as  I could  not  supply  their  chief  want,  that  of  fresh 
air.  However,  1 went  once,  and  found  as  usual 
Sister  Bertha  very  sick  but  cheerful  and  uncom- 
plaining, Sister  Ethelreda  suffering  from  exhaus- 
tion and  want  of  air ; both  in  their  dark  narrow 
recess.  - Clara  lay  on  the  wet  floor,  whither  she  had 
moved  in  order  to  give  Sister  Ethelreda  more  breathing 
space,  and  there  she  lay  on  the  floor,  soaking  up  to 
the  neck  (in  sea  water  happily),  day  after  day,  without 
food  and  almost  without  air,  till  really  speechless  and 
half  dead.  The  sea  was  still  washing  the  deck  and 
gently  pouring  into  our  cabin,  though  every  effort  was 
made  to  exclude  it.  It  was  a dismal  scene,  the  dark 
wet  cabin,  with  one  miserable  swinging  light,  just 
enough  to  show  the  sick  lying  about  in  every 
direction.  In  their  own  cabin  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs  lay  the  pale  picturesque  Sister  Mary  de  Gon- 
zaga ; her  eyes  shut,  lying  straight  on  her  back,  she 
seemed  a beautiful  picture  of  death.  However,  it  took 
a good  deal,  I should  think,  to  overcome  her.  A few 
hours  after  she  was  up  again,  serving  any  who  needed 
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it,  and  keeping  up  the  spirits  of  all  by  her  cheerful 
playful  manner.  The  others  were  not  equally  fearless, 
but  all  by  their  kind  gentle  manner,  their  endurance, 
and  unselfish  uncomplaining  conduct  were  examples 
valuable  to  us  all.  As  Mrs  C.  at  a more  advanced 
period  of  our  acquaintance  remarked,  “There’s  no 
doubt  at  all  but  what  them  nuns  ’ll  get  to  the  kingdom 
of  heaven  long  afore  any  of  us,  but,”  she  added,  “that’s 
no  reason  whatsomever  why  they  should  be  put  first 
and  foremost  here  too,  seeing  ours  is  a Protestant 
Government  and  they  be  Romans.” 

Night  drew  on  again,  and  as  it  was  calmer,  I climbed 
into  my  shelf,  and  tried  to  sleep  as  I hardly  had  done 
since  we  sailed,  and  I felt  weary  and  exhausted  ; but 
finding  it  impossible  to  rest  there,  I descended  and 
lay  on  the  floor.  During  the  night  the  gale  rose 
again,  and  next  morning  (31^  October)  it  was  higher 
than  I had  as  yet  seen  it  We  crossed  the  deck  with 
difficulty,  and  sat  at  the  stern  end  near  the  helmsman. 
We  were  passing  some  of  the  Greek  islands,  which 
looked  barren  and  uninviting.  Rough  as  it  was^some 
of  the  sailors  told  us  it  would  soon  be  worse,  and  so 
we  found,  for  coming  out  of  the  shelter  of  an  island 
the  full  force  of  the  sea  came  against  our  little  boat. 
We  were  going  in  the  teeth  of  the  wind,  and  instead 
of  dancing  over  the  great  waves,  our  little  quick  sharp 
steamer  cut  right  through  them,  and  they  washed 
over  and  seemed  as  if  they  would  swallow  her  up.  I 
looked  for  each  approaching  wave  as  for  the  last,  and 
held  fast.  Weary  and  exhausted  from  want  jbf  food 
and  rest,  wet  and  cold  (though  not  sea-sick),  I thought 
if  we  are  to  be  drowned,  it  will  not  be  a long  struggle 
for  some  of  us.  We  were  invited  to  breakfast.  Some 
bold  hungry  passengers  went  down,  but  I was  too 
anxious  and  fearful  to  do  so,  so  I declined.  Pretty  rosy 
Sister  Jean  de  Chantel,  who  sat  neacme,  honestly  said, 
“ I am  far  too  frightened  to  eat ; ” but  I was  too  afraid 
to  utter  my  fears.  Soon  after  the  ship’s  surgeon 
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ordered  a pailful  of  warm  negus  to  be  made  and  carried 
round,  and  a tumblerful  given  to  each.  Certainly 
the  effect  was  wonderful  on  our  cold,  wearied,  wet, 
exhausted  frames  and  'depressed  spirits.  Hope  re- 
vived, and  life  seemed  worth  living,  and  the  waves  did 

not  seem  so  appalling,  but  we  were  still  tired  and 
dirty. 

The  sea  splashing  on  our  dresses  and  faces  pro- 
duced a curious  effect.  Drying  in  the  folds  and 
hollows  of  each,  it  left  a crust  of  crystallised  salt. 
Round  Sister  Elizabeth’s  eyes  especially  there  was  a 
thick  white  covering,  and  her  bright  dark  eyes  spark- 
ling out  of  the  snow-white  caves  looked  striking  and 
singular.  She  had  more  life  and  spirit  than  I had, 
and  turning  to  me  said,  laughing,  “If  we  are  to  stay 
here  much  longer,  I must  certainly  ask  to  be  lashed 
to  the  ship,  for  I am  tired  of  holding  fast.”  Miss 
Nightingale  was  still  ill  in  bed.  VVe  went  down  to 
dinner,  and  remained  below  with  Mrs  Bracebridge, 
who  interested  us  much  with  accounts  of  her  past 
travels,  voyages,  and  perils  by  land  and  water  in 
Syria,  Greece,  and  the  Mediterranean.  Her  conversa- 
tion, anecdotes,  description  of  events  and  characters, 
were  very  interesting.  They  were  no  common  powers 
of  conversation  which  could  so  absorb  us  at  .a  time  of 
physical  exhaustion  and  of  mental  anxiety.  Though 

I had  little  further  intercourse  with  Mrs  Bracebridge, 

that  evening  convinced  us  that  she  was  a strong, 
high-minded,  large-hearted  woman.  She  kept  us 
deeply  interested  till  late,  when  we  retired  to  our 
cabin.  H.  Erskine  remained,  as  Mrs  B.  offered  her 
a berth  in  her  cabin.  H.  E.,  like  me,  had  not  suffered 
from  sea-sickness,  but  from  exhaustion,  want  of  sleep 
and  of  air.  On  reaching  our  cabin  we  found  .Sisters 
Bertha,  Ethelreda,  and  Clara  much  as  we  had  left  them. 
Sisters  Elizabeth,  Margaret,  and  I laydown  in  our  clothes 
near  poor  Clara.  The  storm  increased,  and  though 
all  the  others  were  so  worn  out  and  sunk  in  sleep 
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as  to  disregard  it,  I lay  awake  listening  and  waiting 
for  each  shock,  and  expecting  some  crisis,  for  the 
motion  of  the  ship  seemed  to  me  too  violent  to  con- 
tinue. And  at  last  it  came  about  midnight  (i st 
November) — a fearful  crash,  and  then  a pause.  I 
started  up,  my  heart  quailed  with  the  conviction  we 
had  at  last  struck,  and  were  going  down.  It  was  an 
awful  pause ; the  shock  roused  all,  though  being  less 
wakeful,  they  rose  more  slowly,  and  as  they  rose  a 
volume  of  water  splashed  through  the  roof.  Margaret 
was  so  worn  out  with  sickness  and  want  of  sleep  she 
only  sat  up,  and  looking  round  with  a weary,  be- 
wildered gaze,  sunk  back  on  the  wet  floor.  Clara 
never  rose.  There  was  another  pause ; the  ship 
seemed  settling.  I clung  to  Sister  Elizabeth,  who 
calmly  repeated  the  91st  Psalm.  At  length  the  watch 
bell  rang,  and  a voice  sang  out,  “ All’s  well.”  Mrs 
Clarke’s  voice  was  now  heard  above  the  storm, ^as  she 
struggled  down  from  her  high  shelf.  “ Stop  the  ship, 
stop  her  pace ; the  women  are  all  dying  with  terror ; 
we’ll  all  be  dead  by  the  morning,  and  we  must  have 
the  doctor.”  So  saying,  she  seized  a stool,  and  brandish- 
ing it  over  my  head,  struck  the  roof,  saying,  “ I tell 
you,  stop  the  ship ; stop  her  pace.”  Very  soon  an  - 
officer  came  down  to  reassure  us.  “ Poor  things,”  he 
said,  looking  at  our  disconsolate  dripping  forms,  “ you 
are  in  a bad  way,  but  keep  up  your  hearts,  the  worst 
is,  I hope,  over.”  “ But,”  said  Mrs  C.,  “ why  don’t  you 
stop  her  pace?  Though  we  do  want  to  go  to  Scutari, 
we  don’t  want  to  be  drowned,  nor  to  die  of  terror.” 
“Well,  ma’am,”  said  the  officer,  “ we  are  not  going  so 
fast  now,  and  there  may  be  reasons  you  do  not' know 
why  we  should  go  fast ; the  captain  knows  what  he  is 
about”  “ Oh ! very  well,”  said^Mrs  C.,  appeased 
“we  trust  to  you,  only  don’t  let  us  be  drowned.”  “It’s 
not  in  my  power  to  order  the  winds^and  the  waves,” 
he  said,  “ but  we  will  do  all  we  can  for  your  safety 
and  comfort.”  And  he  did  so  by  sending  down  a 


l9 


in  Winter  1854-55. 

sailor  to  swab  up  the  wet  and  trim  our  lamp.  Soon 
after  the  captain  himself  came  down  and  commiserated 
us,  and  said  we  should  be  removed  to  the  stern  cabin. 
The  sailor  who  was* employed  in  swabbing  up  told  us 
we  were  running  right  under  the  waves,  and  had 
nearly  sunk,  that  the  water  had  come  in  cartloads 
into  the  engine-room  and  put  out  the  fire,  and  the 
engine  had  stopped.  He  seemed  to  think  there  had 
been  real  danger,  and  grumbled  at  the  ship,  saying  he 
had  never  been  in  a ship  so  unfit  for  rough  weather, 
or  where  the  deck  was  so  washed.  But  the  vessel 
seemed  no  longer  to  be  cutting  through  the  waves, 
but  rather  to  be  lumbering  along  at  their  mercy. 
Though  the  danger  was  evidently  far  more  real  than 
on  the  former  night  of  alarm,  when  the  nurses  were 
so  excited,  they  seemed  now  in  general  too  sick, 
weary,  and  oppressed  to  care  for  danger,  and  after 
Mrs  C.’s  first  outcry  they  were  very  quiet.  I sat 
beside  Sister  Elizabeth  on  a bench*  all  night,  wet 
and  cold ; but  though  my  railway  rug  was  soaked  in 
sea-water,  wet  as  it  was  I wrapped  it  round  me,  and 
felt  some  comfort  in  it  At  daybreak  the  captain 
kindly  sent  down  some  strong  hot  coffee.  I now 
began  to  be  really  anxious  about  some  of  our  sick, 
they  seemed  so  thoroughly  depressed  and  lifeless.  The 
captain  insisted  on  all  who  could  move  going  to  the 
' stern,  where  it  was  dry  and  comparatively  comfort- 
able. I was  only  too  glad  to  go,  and  sat  there  stupe- 
fied and  exhausted,  holding  fast,  and  looking  forward 
to  wreck,  for  the  motion  continued  violent,  and  I 
heard  repeated  crashes.  " I sat  in  this  stupid  state  all 
day,  and  in  the  afternoon,  by  the  surgeon’s  order,  the 
sick  were  removed  from  the  wet  close  cabin  to  the 
stern,  where  we  were.  But  Sister  Bertha  was  faithful 
to  the  little  hole  where  she  had  endured  all  the  dis- 
comforts, sickness,  and  dangers  of  the  voyage,  and 
declined  being  removed.  Sisters  Ethelreda  and  Clara 
were  carried  in,  miserable  beings ! I could  not  help 
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crying  when  I saw  them.  I had  not  seen  them  for 
many  days  (for  we  could  not  be  said  to  see  one 
another  in  that  dark  cabin),  and  they  were  so  altered. 
Sister  Ethelreda  was  gasping,  her  face  ashy  white. 
She  looked  completely  exhausted.  We  hurriedly 
made  up  for  her  a bed  on  the  table,  where  she 
remained  till  we  reached  Scutari.  She  had  suffered 
most  from  want  of  air,  which  was  not  understood  by 
the  nurses.  One  said  to  me : “ She  is  always  calling 
for  air . What  does  the  lady  mean  ? What  does  she 
want  ? Who  is  air  ? (As  nobly  ignorant  of  air  and  its 
functions  as  Lord  Nelson  was,  when  a child,  of  fear.) 
Clara  next  appeared  ; her  face  was  yellow  and  purple, 
with  a shade  of  green,  suggesting  yellow  fever.  She 
was  still  in  the  wet  clothes  she  had  lain  in  for  days. 
We  took  them  quickly  off,  and  put  on  her  dry  ones 
the  stewardess  supplied,  as  we  could  not  get  at  our 
own  clothes,  and  we  put  her  in  a comparatively  com- 
fortable bed  on  the  table,  where  she-  soon  rallied. 
Margaret  spent  the  day  on  deck,  and  towards  evening 
she  came  down  and  told  us  some  of  the  cabins  next 
the  paddle-box  were  washed  away,  and  the  prow  of 
the  ship  broken  by  the  violence  of  the  wraves,  and 
some  fixtures  washed  away,  but  that  the  violence  of 
the  storm  was  abating.  The  captain  ordered  room 
for  us  to  be  made  in  the  stern,  and  we  had  a quiet 
night 

3 rd  November. — ,We  rose  about  daybreak,  and 
found  ourselves  near  the  entrance  of  the  Dardanelles, 
in  sight  of  the  plair { of  Troy.  Miss  Nightingale  ^ivas 
on  deck,  looking  very  worn ; the  five  black  dressed 
nuns  were  also  up.  We  congratulated  each  other  on 
getting  through  our  troubles,  and  drawing  near  our 
destination.  Some  suggested  that  the  siege  of 
Sebastopol  might,  like  that  of  Troy,  last  ten  years; 
others  thought  this  impossible,  and  hoped  to  hear 
it  had  fallen  when  we  reached  Scutari.  We  went 
quietly  through  the  Dardanelles,  stopping  a few  hours 
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at  the  castles  of  Europe  and  Asia.  Here  we  first  saw 
Turks,  little  boats  full  of  boys  hovered  about,  and 
their  rough  noisy  play  reminded  us  of  our  boys  at 
home,  and  that  boys’  nature  is  somewhat  alike  all 
over  the  world.  At  nightfall  we  entered  the  Sea  of 
Marmora,  and  next  morning  (4 th  November),  after  a 
quiet  night,  we  found  ourselves  lying,  as  it  were,  in  the 
arms  of  the  Queen  of  the  East,  in  the  Golden  Horn  of 
the  great  imperial  Constantinople.  It  was  a wet. 
drizzling  morning,  but  still  the  beautiful  city  glittered 
before  us  like  a dream  or  a picture.  Giddy  and  con- 
fused, we  could  hardly  realise  that  these  painted 
houses,  gay  gardens,  and  glittering  minarets  were  not 
a vision  or  panorama.  In  the  afternoon  the  clouds 
cleared,  and  the  sun  came  out,  and  when  we  landed, 
towards  evening,  the  scene  was  bright  and  very 
beautiful.  We  turned,  however,  with  longing  eyes  to 
the  ugliest  object  visible,  a great  white  building 
opposite  Constantinople,  which  we  were  told  was  the 
Scutari  Barracks,  where  lay  our  sick  and  wounded 
countrymen.  In  the  evening  we  crossed  the  Straits 
in  caiques,  four  of  us  in  each.  They  are  luxurious 
conveyances,  carved  and  graceful,  the  passengers 
lying  on  cushions  on  the  bottom,  and  the  picturesque- 
looking  rowers  sitting  on  benches.  We  thankfully 
landed  at  Scutari,  which  is  on  the  Asiatic  side  of  the 
Straits,  at  a little  rough  pier.  Soldiers  and  a few 
Turks  stood  around,  and  the  rough  “hides”  of  our 
men  to  the  poor  shrinking  Turks,  expressed  the  con- 
tempt our  men  felt  for  the  natives.  Our  men  looked 
worn  and  wearied,  with  pale  faces  and  dirty  uniforms, 
and  a few  soldiers’  wives,  too,  wTho  were  drawn  by 
curiosity  to  inspect  their  newly-arrived  countrywomen, 
looked  rather  wretched  and  deplorable,  weather- 
beaten and  dirty.  We  were  led  up  a steep  hill  to  the 
Barrack  Hospital,  and  directed  to  Miss  Nightingale’s 
quarters,  and  found  her  lying  exhausted  on  a couch. 
Lord  Napier,  from  the  Embassy,  came  in,  and  wel- 
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corned  her  in  a few  kind  words,  to  which  she  answered 
by  thanks.  Soon  after  she  recovered  sufficiently  to 
take  us  to  our  room.  The  quarters  given  to  her  had 
been  occupied  by  a Russian  prisoner — a general, 
wounded  at  the  Alma — who  had  died  only  two  days 
before  we  arrived.  It  was  in  a corner  of  the  great 
building,  which  extended  over  a large  space  of  ground 
in  a quadrangle.  As  it  lay  on  a hill,  it  was  of  unequal 
height,  in  some  parts  being  only  one  story  high,  in 
other  parts  it  was  four.  At  each  corner  was  a tower, 
and  corridors  ran  all  round,  looking  towards  the  in- 
side of  the  building,  the  court  or  rather  the  field  it 
enclosed,  and  wards  entered  from  each  corridor.  The 
corridors  and  wards  were  paved  with  stone,  but  very 
dirty  and  broken,  and  round  each  ward  was  a raised 
platform  of  wood  not  much  more  than  half  a foot 
high.  In  each  ward  was  a gallery  opposite  the  window 
and  reached  by  stairs,  very  like  the  galleries  - in  a 
meeting-house,  only  they  were  flat.  On  entering  the 
principal  or  Sultan’s  gate,  we  turned  to  the  left,  and 
the  tower  at  the  end  of  this  corridor  was  our  quarters. 
Here,  on  first  entering,  was  a large  room  or  hall  with 
three  large  windows,  and  entering  from  this  on  the 
left  was  another  large  room,  which  Miss  N.  at  once 
assigned  to  the  nurses  ; another  on  the  right  she  gave 
to  the  ten  nuns,  a small  room  or  rather  closet  she 
kept  for  herself,  and  next  came  a larger  room  she 
used  as  a place  of  business  and  for  interviews.  Some 
narrow  dark  stairs  ^between  Miss  Nightingale’s  room 
and  the  nuns’  led  to  another  room  in  the  tower,  aj  fine 
airy  room  with  windows  on  three  sides,  commariding 
splendid  views.  Miss  N.  took  us  up  and  said  it  was 
to  be  ours,  and  we  set  about  at  once  to  clean  it,  for 
the  dust  of  ages  seemed  settled  on  it.  Miss  N.  sat 
down  with  us,  and  told  us  the  last  news  from  the 
Crimea,  the  wonderful  charge  at  Balaclava,  and  some 
particulars  as  to  the  state  of  the  Hospital.  Soon  after 
she  left  tea  came  up  in  large  copper  basins — no  milk, 
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brown  sugar,  and  stale  sour  bread,  yet  never  did  tea 
seem  more  welcome  and  refreshing*  Then  came 
mattresses,  sheets,  and  blankets,  such  as  the  soldiers 
had,  marked  with  the  arrow  and  B.O.  There  was  not 
bedding  for  us  all,  so  four  of  us  lay  without  mattresses 
on  the  raised  divan  which,  though  stuffed  with  some- 
thing,  was  hard  as  the  floor  and  much  rougher,  and 
full  of  fleas.  From  this  and  want  of  blankets  I could 
not  sleep,  it  seemed  very  cold.  But  I was  thankful 
to  be  once  more  on  terra  firrna , and  not  disposed  to 
grumble.  Indeed,  had  we  known  that  after  spending 
this  very  same  night,  cold,  wet,  and  weary  in  the 
trenches,  our  brave  enduring  soldiers  had  to  engage, 
weary  and  fasting,  in  deadly  struggle  with  a fierce 
overwhelming  foe,  we  had  been  more  inclined  to  be 
ashamed  of  our  comparative  comforts  than  to  com- 
plain of  them.  But  we  rose  and  looked  out  on  this 
bright  Sunday  morning  (5 th  November)  on  the 
peaceful-looking,  strange,  but  fair  country  stretched 
around,  unconscious  of  the  horrible  deadly  strife  then 
waging,  and  that  hundreds  of  the  brave  men  we  came 
to  nurse  were  dying  a cruel  untended  death,  many 


* In  Sister  Mary  Aloysius’  book  (Appendix)  she  says  of  the 
room  allotted  to  the  nuns : “Nothing could  be  more  desolate;  its 
only  furniture  a broken  chair,  no  fire,  and  an  rcy  wind  blowing 
through  broken  windows.  The  luxury  of  a cup  of  tea  made 
with  slightly  warm  water,  and  without  milk  or  sugar,  was 
obtained,  and  this,  with  a small  slice  of  bread,  constituted  our 
first  meal  after  landing  on  a foreign  shore,  worn  out  by  the 
fatigue  and  sickness  of  the  voyage.” 

“No  painting,  however  graphic,”  says  Miss  Grace  Ramsay, 
“ could  convey  a true  idea  of  what  they  one  and  all  endured  in 
their  self-imposed  warfare  with  sickness  and  death — in  the 
stinging  cold,  when  everything  was  frozen,  without  a fire,  food 
scanty,  and  so  bad  as  to  reduce  them  a choice  between  sickness 
and  hunger.  During  the  first  six  weeks  a drink  of  pure  water 
was  a luxury  not  to  be  had !” — Memoir  of  Bishop  Grant , by  Miss 
Grace  Ramsay. 

This  seems  to  me  a rather  exaggerated  description. 
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cut  down  at  once,  and  many  lying  hour  by  hour  in 
unutterable  agony  only  to  be  ended  by  a cruel 
murder.  Our  room  commanded  beautiful  views  in 
every  direction.  One  set  of  windows  looked  over  to 
Constantinople ; three  others  across  a plain  to  the 
Bosphorus,  the  General  Hospital  and  adjoining  bury- 
ing  ground  for  our  men,  the  Asiatic  Olympus  capped 
with  snow  in  the  distance,  and  the  great  Mohammedan 
cemetery;  three  more  commanded  a view  of  a Turkish 
street  facing  the  entrance  to  the  hospital,  a fine 
mosque,  and  a distant  sweep  of  the  Bosphorus.  It 
was  a fine  high  airy  room,  and  we  needed  such,  as 
it  formed  the  bedroom,  sitting-room,  eating-room, 
chapel — the  only  place  for  every  purpose  for  eight 
women. 

_ After  we  had  opened  all  the  windows  and  tidied 
our  room,  we  had  breakfast  similar  to  our  last  night’s 
tea.  At  first,  beyond  bedding,  we  had  no  furniture  in 
our  room,  though  in  time  we  obtained  bedsteads  and 
stools,  but  to  the  last  no  chair  or  table.  The  floor 
was  covered  with  matting,  except  in  the  middle,, 
where  the  rain  had  destroyed  it,  and  left  a large 
ragged  hole  which  we  covered  with  our  boxes,  and 
spread  a tablecloth  over  them  at  meal-time,  and  sat 
round  them  Turkish  fashion,  but  without  the  luxury 
of  cushions  or  mats.  We  accommodated  ourselves  to 
circumstances,  and  soon  began  to  consider  chairs  and 
tables  useless  luxuries.  Indeed  at  this  time  we  were 
told  there  was  not  a table  in  the  Hospital,  even  for 
operations.  We  had  each  a tiny  brown  basi nj  for 
washing  in,  a wooden  sort  of  bucket  for  fetching  clean 
water,  a tin  pail  for  removing  dirty  water.  When 
there  was  rain  it  came  into  our  room,  and  indeed 
in  heavy  rain  it  used  to  pour  ki  so  that,  though  - 
we  put  our  whole  possessions  in  the  way  of  basins, 
pots,  pans,  and  pails  to  collect  it,  and  emptied 
each  as  soon  as  it  filled,  we  could  not  prevent 
their  overflowing  so  as  to  stream  over  on  the  floor 
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and  through  it  into  Miss  Nightingale’s  room,  and 
notwithstanding  efforts  to  check  its  course  there 
it  went  through  to  an  officer  below,  who  sent  up 
a polite  message  ‘begging  Miss  Nightingale  and 
her  attendants  would  refrain  from  pouring  water  on 
him — a natural  and  innocent  request,  but  one  we 
could  not  gratify.  The  floors  are  so  built  that  any- 
thing spilt  descends  at  once  to  the  room  below.  One 
morning  I spilt  a can  of  water,  and  heard  it  go  with  a 
splash  into  Miss  N.’s  room.  I was  so  ashamed  of  this 
exploit  that  I did  not  go  down  to  prayers,  but  I heard 
no  serious  injury  was  done.  After  breakfast  we  had 
service  below.  Mr  Sabine,  senior  chaplain,  preached 
well,  but  we  were  longing  for  work.  We  had  no  work 
appointed  as  yet,  so  after  dinner  we  went  up  into  the 
tower,  enjoyed  the  magnificent  prospect,  and  watched 
the  poor  wounded  from  Balaclava  being  landed  and 
carried  up  to  the  Hospital.  How  we  longed  to  go  and 
comfort  these  noble  victims  to  military  discipline  and 
courage — the  wreck  of  the  six  hundred  who,  at  the 
command  of  their  leader,  had  ridden  without  hesitation 
into  the  arms  of  death.  But  that  was  not  granted 
us,  and. we  were  called  on  to  exercise  patience  and 
endurance  of  inaction  this  day  and  on  Monday  ( 6th 
November).  We  tried  to  console  ourselves  by  making 
flannel  shirts  and  bandages. 

Jth  Nov  ember. — On  Tuesday,  Mr  Sabine,  the  chaplain, 
asked  one  of  us  to  go  and  nurse  a dying  woman,  a 
soldier’s  wife,  in  the  last  stage  of  consumption,  and  I 
went  He  took  me  to  a ward  used  as  a barrack-room, 
and  such  a scene  of  dirt  and  disorder,  rags  and  tumult 
it  was.  Mr  S.  took  me  up  to  the  gallery  where  lay  the 
poor  dying  woman '•unnoticed  and  alone,  though  the 
place  was  covered  with  beds  on  the  floor  miserably 
dirty,  attempts  at  ragged  curtains  being  put  up  between 
them.  Some  women  were  lying  in  child-bed,  some 
rude  and  noisy,  seemingly  half-drunk  ; all  dirty,  worn 
out,  and  squalid-looking,  not  one  bright  fresh  face  to 
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be  seen ; the  very  babies  were  pale  and  squalid.  I 
remained  with  my  poor  woman  till  nightfall,  when  a 
friend  came  and  promised  to  look  after  her  during  the 
night,  and  I was  ordered  to  go  to  our  quarters.  Next 
morning  (Stk  November ) I went  to  see  after  her,  but 
she  was  gone,  having  died  in  the  night.  She  was 
already  wrapped  in  a blanket  and  laid  in  her  grave, 
the  simple  inscription  “ A Woman  ” on  a piece  of 
wood  being  put  on  her  grave  in  the  cemetery,  where 
lie  peacefully  side  by  side  Russians  and  English,  rich 
and  poor.  The  hopes  and  joys  of  many  hearts  now 
void  and  aching  lie  treasured  there  by  the  bright 
Bosphorus,  waiting  the  morning  of  the  resurrection. 
Many  poor  women  in  that  room  were  widowed  that 
week.  The  news  of  a hard  struggle  came,  but  we 
heard  the  details  first  from  the  lips  of  the  brave  men 
who  had  witnessed  its  horrors  and  suffered  in  the 
strife.  On  Wednesday,  before  the  wounded  heroes 
from  Inkerman  came  in,  Miss  Nightingale  took  me 
and  Sister  Elizabeth  to  our  appointed  work.  Dr 
M‘Gregor  went  with  us  and  took  us  to  the  other  end 
of  the  Hospital,  a part  called  the  “ Cholera  Wards.” 
But  at  this  time  there  was  no  cholera.  All  in  this 
division  seemed  ill  of  lingering  complaints — the  results 
of  exposure  to  damp  and  cold,  fatigue,  and  bad  and 
insufficient  food — low  fever,  diarrhoea,  dysentery,  and 
scurvy.  Dr  M‘Gregor  took  us  round,  pointed  out  the 
most  exhausted,  and, recommended  them  to  our  special 
care  to  be  attended  to  and  have  extra  food.  He  gave 
us  no  rule  as  to  the  amount  or  frequency  of  our  sup- 
plies, but  merely  said,  “ Give  them  frequently  a little 
negus  or  beef- tea  — in  fact,  any  simple  nourishing 
thing ; they  need  it”  And  indeed  they  looked  as  if 
they  did.  One  poor  fellow  lookecEearnestly  at  Dr 
M‘Gregor  as  he  gave  him  to  our  care,  and  big  tears 
came  rolling  silently  over  his  sad  wasted  face.  Dr 
M‘G.  spoke  kindly  and  cheeringly  to  him,  but  he 
could  not  answer  but  by  tears,  which  seemed  to  thank 
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him  for  his  kindness,  but  also  to  say,  “ It  comes  too 
late ! ” And  it  was  too  late  for  him,  and  for  almost 
all  given  to  us  that  day.  I do  not  remember  any  who 
ultimately  recovered,  though  some  lingered  long.  All 
we  did  seemed  of  no  avail,  except  that  at  their  last  hours 
they  had  acts  and  words  of  kindness  which  otherwise 
they  had  wanted.  And  were  this  our  only  reward,  the 
remembrance  of  their  dying  words  and  looks,  their 
feeble  “ God  Almighty  bless  and  reward  you  for  all 
you  have  done  for  ine.”  the  knowledge  that  some  of 
their  last  hours  were  soothed  by  prayer  and  words  of 
Christ  and  His  eternal  love — were  this  all,  it  pleased 
God  to  allow  us  to  do,  it  were  enough  to  make  us  glad 
and  thankful. 

We  went  constantly  and  did  what  we  could,  and 
little  as  it  was,  it  was  deeply  appreciated.  I used  to 
take  a green  slop-pail,  get  it  filled  with  negus,  and  go 
round  the  ward  distributing  it  to  those  Dr  M‘G.  had 
entrusted  to  us  ; a little  later  I seized  the  same  green 
slop-pail,  got  it  filled  with  beef-tea,  and  again  went 
round  the  ward  distributing  it  We  had  to  pass 
through  crowds  of  people,  Turks  and  Greeks  mending 
the  pavement,  soldiers,  doctors,  and  officers.  This 
slop-pail  not  only  did  service  for  me,  but  was  also  the 
vehicle  of  tea  in  the  afternoon,  and  performed  many 
other  useful  offices.  But  one  day  it  could  not  be 
found,  and  the  commotion  and  distress  its  absence 
created  was  great ; and  whenever  I appeared  in  that 
quarter  several  orderlies  ran  after  me  to  ask  what  I 
had  done  with  the  green  slop-pail,  and  as  I was  quite 
ignorant  of  the  fate  of  that  useful  article  I was  glad 
to  retreat. 

These  wards  were  in  a miserable  state  ; there  was 

something  more  sad  and  depressing  than  any  other 

part  of  the  Hospital.  The  patients  were  mostly  poor 

fellows  whose  constitutions  had  earlv  broken  down 

* 

under  hardship  ; many  had  never  reached  the  Crimea, 
very  few  had  seen  the  battlefield  ; and  they  seemed  to 
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feel  they  were  dying  without  glory,  that  they  would 
not  be  talked  of  with  the  interest  and  gratitude  which 
was  felt  for  those  who  had  fought  and  bled.  And  yet 
patient,  grateful,  enduring  fellows,  unselfish  and  unex- 
acting, we  owed  as  much  to  them  as  to  the  others — 
though  strength  was  wanting,  the  spirit  was  willing. 
Deaths  were  more  frequent  here  than  elsewhere  ; it 
seemed,  indeed,  as  if  our  daily  lives  were  spent  in  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death.  Daily  we  missed  some 
pale  face  we  had  just  learnt  to  know  and  love,  and  who 
loved  us,  and  daily  we  watched  some  solitary  pilgrim 
pass  peacefully  through  the  dark  waters  of  death.  In 
the  course  of  a few  days  all  who  had  been  entrusted  to 
us  were  gone,  and  were  succeeded  by  others  who  equally 
seemed  doomed  to  die.  I used  at  first  always  to 
accompany  Sister  Elizabeth,  who  was  much  beloved 
by  these  dying  men.  Her  cheerful,  frank,  yet  gentle 
manner  won  their  hearts.  “You  are  like  a mother  to 
me,”  said  a dying  lad  of  nineteen  to  her  within  an 
hour  of  his  death.  They  all  loved  her,  but  she  was 
too  anxious,  took  too  much  responsibility  on  herself. 
She  did  not  care  what  trouble  she  took  or  gave  in 
their  service.  At  first  we  did  much  as  we  pleased  in 
the  ward  ; Dr  M‘G.,  the  chief  doctor,  gave  us  carte 
blanche.  The  assistant  whose  immediate  duty  it  was 
to  attend  to  these  men  seldom  appeared  in  the  wards 
at  all  ; he  was  generally  smoking  in  his  own  quarters. 
I suppose  he  felt  he  could  do  nothing,  and  shrunk 
from  witnessing  suffering  and  disease  he  was  un,able 
to  relieve.  He  was  soon  sent  to  the  Crimea,  and/'  two 
young  doctors  succeeded  him  here.  One  was  Maclean 
of  the  42nd.  He  was  unwearied  in  his  attention  to 
the  men,  and  most  devoted  to  his  duty  ; he  examined 
each  case  with  the  most  anxious  eare  and  attention, 
and  even  rose  in  the  night  to  visit  any  case  he  thought 
precarious.  The  other  did  his  duty^but  in  a more 
routine  way.  Sister  E.  being  absent,  I went  with  Mr 
Maclean  the  first  day,  and  being  delighted  with  his 
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care  and  kindness  to  the  patients,  I went  and  told  her 
what  an  exceedingly  good  young  doctor  had  come. 
She  was  vexed  to  hear  of  his  youth,  but  was  soon 
reconciled  to  that,  and  most  thankful  for  his  zeal  and 
devotion.  I used  to  go  with  the  other  doctor,  taking 
with  me  a diet-table  to  put  down  such  extras  as  he 
ordered  from  Miss  Nightingales  kitchen.  Going 
round  with  and  taking  his  directions  did  not  take  me 
much  more  than  half  an  hour,  while  Mr  Maclean 
spent  hours  in  going  round  with  Sister  Elizabeth,  and 
in  examining  their  patients.  The  amount  of  extras 
they  put  down  for  their  men  was  very  much  greater — 
perhaps  pudding,  wine,  and  milk  for  fifty  or  sixty 
men.  She  never  could  get  above  half  she  wished  and 
Mr  Maclean  ordered,  though  she  always  managed  to 
get  much  more  than  I did.  There  was  a great  differ- 
ence in  the  amount  of  extras  we  distributed,  and  I 
soon  observed  a corresponding  difference  in  the  number 
of  deaths,  and  was  convinced  that  the  careful  feeding- 
up  system  they  pursued  did  preserve  or  at  least 
prolong  life.  This  conviction  made  me  very  uneasy, 
for  I felt  as  if  my  men  were  dying  for  want  of  what  I 
might  perhaps  by  agitating  and  entreating  procure  for 
them.  I forget  the  exact  proportion,  but  I think  at 
the  end  of  a week  the  deaths  in  my  wards  nearly 
doubled  hers,  while  there  was  no  such  difference  in  the 
nature  of  the  cases  as  to  account  for  it.  Indeed,  the 
most  hopeless  cases  seemed  to  be  given  to  Maclean, 
and  the  only  cause  I could  see  for  his  losing  fewer 
patients  seemed  to  be  his  very  careful  feeding-up 
system  and  his  careful  medical  treatment.  Sister 
Elizabeth  and  I still  went  together  at  night.  The 
men  were  most  grateful  but  gentle  and  depressed, 
scarcely  speaking  but  when  roused  and  addressed. 

“These  wards  were  at  this  time  very  unfit  for  use.  The 
roof  let  in  water  ; the  windows  were  rickety,  and  were 
sometimes  blown  in  on  dying  men  ; the  broken  win- 
dows were  stuffed  with  rags  — everything  looked 
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deplorable  and  depressing.  The  doctor  wrote  requi- 
sitions for  these  evils  to  be  remedied,  but  in  vain.  I 
believe  the  whole  place  was  found  to  be  in  such  a 
ruinous  state  that  to  remedy  defects  in  detail  was 
thought  useless  expense,  and  it  was  intended,  as  soon 
as  the  patients  could  be  removed,  or  were  removed  by 
death,  to  subject  the  whole  to  a thorough  repair. 
Meanwhile  the  poor  men  lay,  as  Maclean  remarked, 
in  places  such  as  no  gentleman  would  allow  any 
horse  he  cared  for  to  be  stabled.  Sometimes  when 
I came  in  I found  all  my  patients  gone — a great 
blank  space  being  where  I left  a row  of  pale  faces  ; 
but  looking  round  I found  them  all  huddled  together 
in  a comer  to  escape  the  rain  pouring  through  the 
roof. 

9 th  November. — The  day  after  we  were  introduced 
to  our  patients,  Miss  Nightingale  sent  us  to  the  cor- 
ridor leading  to  our  quarters,  which  had  hitherto  been 
an  empty  passage  something  like  the  cloisters  of  a 
cathedral,  but  with  no  architectural  beauty,  cold,  damp, 
and  draughty.  Here  we  found  a quantity  of  straw; 
and  sacking  made  up  hastily  into  beds,  and  we  were 
desired  to  sew  them  up  and  see  them  arranged,  as 
wounded  patients  were  immediately  expected.  So 
we  set  to  work,  Turkish  glaziers  and  carpenters  being 
equally  busy,  trying  hastily  to  mend  defective  doors 
and  windows  to  make  this  passage  more  inhabitable. 
A very  tall  invalid  officer  who  had  been  severely 
wounded  and  mutilated  in  an  earlier  engagement  came 
in  a dressing-gown  and  inspected  our  preparations. 
Just  as  our  beds  were  made  up  and  . arranged  on 
each  side  of  the  passage,  the  patients  came  in,  mostly 
walking,  though  their  pale  faces  and  severely  wounded 
bodies  showed  they  were  scarcely^able  for  this  effort. 
Each  was  shown  his  bed,  and  each  without  ceremony 
or  delay  prepared  to  occupy  it,  and  we  assisted  them. 
Scarcely  one  was  able  to  undress  without  assistance  ; 
many  had  lost  an  arm,  others  a leg,  and  all  had  more 
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or  less  severe  gunshot  wounds.  In  general  the  men 
were  scrupulously  delicate  in  their  conduct,  refusing 
even  assistance  they  needed  if  it  seemed  to  involve  any 
immodesty,  but  this  day  their  distress  was  too  great 
to  allow  of  much  consideration  of  this  sort ; the  one 
object  on  their  side  and  on  ours  was  to  get  them 
undressed  and  to  bed  as  quickly  as  possible,  so  little 
nuns  were  seen  hastily  but  gently  pulling  off  jackets 
and  trousers  and  unbinding  ghastly  and  revolting 
wounds  which  had  not  been  dressed  since  Sunday,  the 
day  on  which  they  had  been  inflicted,  four  days 
since. 

The  surgeons  meanwhile  went  round  examining 
each  wound  and  giving  us  directions  how  to  dress 
them.  We  had  a good  supply  of  warm  water,  lint, 
oilskin,  and  strapping,  and  each  had  a basin,  so  in  a 
short  time  each  patient  had  not  only  the  comfort  of 
having  his  stiff  and  painful  wounds  dressed,  but  of  a 
good  wash  besides,  and  of  a clean  shirt — luxuries  indeed 
to  men  who  for  weeks  had  neither  the  means  nor  the 
time  to  wash  themselves  or  their  clothes.  It  seemed 
a hard  rough  place  to  lie  down  in,  this  noisy,  windy 
passage,  on  a bundle  of  straw  laid  on  the  cold  pave- 
ment, but  to  the  poor  men  these  hardships  seemed 
luxuries,  and  they  all  expressed  gratitude  and  delight. 
I wish  ail  grumblers  could  have  witnessed  that  scene, 
and  learnt  endurance  from  these  brave  men.  On 
every  side  we  heard  our  services  hailed  with  delight 
and  gratitude,  and  some  seemed  silent  only  because 
they  felt  more  deeply.  “ This  is  something  like  home.” 
“ This  is  the  first  Christian  place  we’ve  seen  man'ya  day.” 
“ The  very  sight  of  a woman  does  us  a world  of  good, 
it  makes  us  fancy  we’ve  got  home  to  our  mothers.” 
While  some  shed  silent  tears,  which  all  their  trials, 
wounds,  and  hardships  had  not  had  power  to  bring. 
When  all  were  settled  quietly  in  bed,  soup  was  brought 
in  and  administered,  Mrs  Clarke  being  distributor-in- 
chief, and  telling  each  who  received  it  how  much  less 
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he  needed  it  than  others,  how  thankful  he  ought  to 
be,  &c.  &c.  But  after  this  day  I had  no  further  inter- 
course with  these  Inkerman  heroes.  Miss  Langston, 
H.  Erskine,  and  Margaret  attended  to  the  wounded. 
Sister  Elizabeth  and  I continued  to  attend  the  sick 
first  entrusted  to  us.  But  this  day’s  intercourse  gave 
me  an  idea  of  the  battle  more  fearful  and  vivid  than 
any  written  detail  could  give.  We  read  its  horrors  in 
the  wounds,  and  still  more  in  their  words  and  manner. 
They  all  seemed  to  think  that  but  for  the  French  it 
would  have  been  a defeat ; not  that  our  men  could  or 
would  have  yielded,  but  that  they  would  have  been 
annihilated,  crushed  by  overwhelming  numbers.  “Och! 
there’s  too  many  of  them  for  us  entirely!  there’s  no 
end  of  them,”  said  one  poor  fellow.  All  expressed 
a grateful,  generous  admiration  of  our  brave  allies. 
“ They’re  true  brothers,  and  alongside  of  us  they’ll  do 
anything.”  There  seemed  a general  opinion  that  the 
Russians  were  drunk,  to  which  our  poor  men  attri- 
buted their  cruelty  in  stabbing  the  wounded,  and  their 
brutality  when  wounded  in  attacking  those  who  came 
. to  offer  them  assistance  as  they  lay. 

io  th  November  .—Next  day  we  passed  through  these 
newly  arrived  wounded  patients,  who  seemed  for  the 
most  part  doing  well,  and  went  to  our  dreary  wards 
to  wait  on  our  more  silent  suffering  sick.  Patient, 
gentle,  noble  sufferers,  not  one  rude  unseemly  word 
was  heard  ; they  seemed  like  worn-out  children  sinking 
to  rest ; languid,  and  already  almost  dead  to  everything, 
except  when  their  eyes  brightened  with  love  and  grati- 
tude as  they  recognised  Sister  Elizabeth,  and  stretched 
out  their  wasted  hands  and  arms  to  express  the  thanks 
they  were  too  feeble  to  utter.  It  was  a harrowing 
thought  to  remember  the  wives  and  mothers  at  home, 
whose  eyes  would  never  rest  on  these  beloved  forms, 
who  were  now  waiting  with  anxious  beating  hearts, 
soon  to  be  wrung  out  and  made  desolate  for  life.  The 
one  thought  that  seemed  most  deeply  graven  on  the 
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hearts  of  these  dying  men  was  the  remembrance  of 
their  mother  s love.  Their  gratitude  to  us  was  ex- 
pressed by  it  “like  a mother.”  One  Scotch  lad,  sending 
a message  by  me  to  his  mother,  said,  “ Tell  her  I’ll 
think  on  her  all  night,  for  I know  she’s  thinking  on 
me.  Again  he  said,  “ I hope  I may  yet  return  to  be 
a comfort  to  her  in  her  auld  age.”  He  died  that  very 
night.  No  doubt  his  last  thoughts  were  with  his  mother, 
who  survived  him  above  thirty  years.  One  night,  as 
Sister  Elizabeth  and  I were  returning,  through  a long 
dark  corridor,  we  met  a tall  soldier  staggering  along 
as  if  unable  to  walk,  bent  down,  and  actually  crying 
like  a child.  We  spoke  to  him,  and  found  that  he 
had  landed  that  night  with  a number  of  sick,  but  not 
being  able  to  keep  up  with  the  others,  had  fallen 
behind,  lost  his  way,  and  now  knew  not  where  to  lay 
his  weary  aching  limbs.  We  took  him  from  ward  to 
ward  till  we  found  an  empty  bed.  On  returning  to 
our  quarters,  we  found  ourselves  shut  out,  as  the  nurses 
had  retired  to  rest.  However,  on  our  ringing,  Miss 
Nightingale  herself  opened  the  door,  and  on  hearing 
our  story,  she  searched  out  some  provisions  and  sent 
us  back  wi til  them  to  our  poor  exhausted  friend,  and 
remained  up  to  let  us  in  on  our  return.  She  looked, 
I thought,  very  sweet  and  kind,  though  delicate  and 
worn  out  About  this  time  Sister  Ethelreda,  who  had 
never  recovered  the  voyage,  and  could  not  eat  the 
food,  was  sent  home. 

One  night,  some  hours  after  we  had  gone  to  bed, 
Mrs  Clarke  knocked  at  our  door,  and  asked  if  one 
of  us  would  rise  and  go  to  a poor  dying  man,  who 
earnestly  asked  for  some  one  to  pray  with  him. 
Mrs  C.  said:  “ I inquired  into  his  religion.  If  he  had 
been  a Roman  Catholic  I would  have  asked  a nun  to 
go,  but  being  Church  of  England,  I thought  best  to 
come  to  you,  as  I fancy  you  are  more  up  to  that  sort 
of  thing  than  the  nurses.”  Miss  Langston  dressed 
quickly  went,  and  remained  with  him  most  of  the  night, 
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I sometimes  longed  for  a little  change,  to  see  some 
rally  and  recover,  to  help  to  restore  some  to  their  friends 
and  country,  for  all  we  seemed  able  to  do  for  our  poor 
sick,  seemed  to  be  merely  to  cheer  and  prolong  their 
~ dying  hours.  Very  few  would  return  to  England, 
and  if  any  survived  to  return,  their  constitutions  were 
ruined  ; a few  months  had  done  the  work  of  years — in 
mind,  character,  and  constitution  they  were  aged  men, 
though  in  years  they  were  but  boys. 

One  day,  one  of  the  nurses  who  attended  the  wounded 
in  the  General  Hospital  being  sick,  Miss  N.  sent  me  in 
her  place.  I found  this  most  interesting,  though  very 
different  work.  The  men  were  lively  and  cheerful, 
mostly  recovering,  merry,  light-hearted,  joking  on 
their  wounds  and  losses.  They  looked  forward  to  a 
speedy  return  to  their  home  and  country,  and  felt  they 
had  done  their  duty,  and  that  family  and  nation  would 
receive  them  gladly  and  gratefully.  Their  strife  and 
sufferings  were  nearly  over.  Life,  hope,  and  happiness 
lay  before  them.  Though  for  the  most  part  maimed 
and  disabled,  they  felt  their  Queen  and  country  would 
acknowledge  their  self-sacrifice,  and  be  proud  of  them. 
A few,  though  but  a few,  looked  forward  to  return  to 
their  brave  comrades  before  Sebastopol,  and  to  share 
yet  more  sufferings  and  more  dangers,  and  not  one 
seemed  to  shrink  from  it;  a few  were  in  too  great 
anguish  to  look  beyond  the  present,  and  a few  were 
dying.  One  poor  dying  fellow,  called  Nicols,  seemed 
to  be  neglected  by  the  orderlies  because  he  was  dying. 
He  was  very  dirty,  covered  with  wounds,  and  devoured 
by  lice.  I pointed  this  out  to  the  orderlies,  v/hose 
only  excuse  was  — “It’s  not  worth  while  to  clean 
him  ; he’s  not  long  for  this  world.”  I washed  his 
face  and  hands,  cut  away  his  hair,  and  tried  to 
make  him  a little  less  uncomfortable,  and  he  was 
so  grateful,  he  would  scarcely  let  me  leave  him. 
His  eyes  were  inflamed,  and  I gave  him  a little 
soft  cambric  rag  for  them,  as  he.  injured  them  by 
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rubbing  them  with  his  dirty  hands ; in  fact,  by  con- 
veying  bad  matter  from  his  wounds  to  his  eyes  and 
face,  they  had  got  into  a fearfully  painful  state.  His 
flannel  shirt  was  dark,  and  seemed  moving  with  lice, 
it  stuck  into  his  bed-sores  ; he  needed  a woman’s 
constant  care,  but  1 was  unable  to  return  to  him.  I 
hope  some  one  soothed  his  dying  hours,  and  that  he 
did  not  look  and  call  for  me  in  vain.  The  men  in  bed 
on  each  side  of  him,  helpless  themselves,  looked  on 
him  with  pity,  and  told  me  his  state  was  such  that  lice 
smarmed  from  him  to  them.  During  the  forenoon  I 
was  busily  engaged  in  unbinding  and  washing  wounds 
for  the  doctor’s  inspection,  then  in  dressing  them  by 
his  direction.  In  the  afternoon  I read  and  talked 
to  some,  and  wrote  for  others.  It  was  interesting  to 
hear  their  individual  tales  of  the  dark  days  of  Balaclava 
and  of  Inkerman.  One  poor  Irishman  told  me  how 
he  fell  wounded,  and  tried  to  crawl  under  a bush  at 
Inkerman,  and  how  the  Russians,  passing  by,  struck 
at  and  stabbed  him  again  and  again,  grinning  at  him 
between  each  stab.  “ God  forgive  me  for  judging 
, them,”  he  said,  “but  surely  they  are  no  true  Christians.” 
He  opened  his  shirt  and  showed  the  wounds  and  stabs 
they  had  inflicted.  They  then  knocked  him  on  the 
head  till  he  was  stunned  and  insensible.  But  he 
revived  even  after  this  treatment,  and  lay  quiet,  fearing 
if  he  gave  signs  of  life  he  would  be  murdered  outright. 
Then  he  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  the  French  come 
and  charge  over  him,  he  said:  “ I thought  they  would 
have  trodden  me  to  death,  but  I did  not  mind  that. 
Och  ! it  was  grand  ! It  would  have  done  your  heart 
good  to  hear  the  shout  we.  raised  as  they  came  along- 
side of  us  and  drove  back  the  enemy.”  I suppose  it 
did  his  heart  good,  poor  fellow,  for  the  -state  of  the 
I • T wounded  as  they  lay  in  suffering  and  expecting  a 
cruel  murderous  death  was  the  most  trying  of  all 
they  went  through.  Some  told  me  no  words  could 
express  the  auguish  of  these  hours,  as  they  lay  help- 
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less,  inactive,  waiting  to  be  murdered,  as  too  many 
were  in  cold  blood,  or  rather  in  drunken  brutality. 
One  poor  fellow,  an  Irish  dragoon,  had  been  wounded  _ 
in  the  Balaclava  charge — very  severe  wounds  in  arm, 
thigh,  and  leg.  I never  saw  wounds  more  fearful- 
looking  and  offensive.  His  face  bore  an  expression 
of  deep  anguish,  though  he  neither  groaned  nor  cried. 
When  I first  came  he  looked  anxiously  about,  saying, 
“Would  to  God  some  one  would  come  and  do  my 
arm.”  I said,  “ Let  me  do  it.”  “ Oh  no,”  he  answered, 

“ you  could  never  bear  the  sight  nor  the  smell.”  How- 
ever, when  the  doctor  came,  he  asked  me  to  unbind 
and  wash  it,  then  he  came  himself  to  examine,  burn, 
and  dress  it  His  wounds  were  severe  and  painful, 
but  I hope  not  fatal.  The  General  Hospital  in  which 
these  cases  lay  was  about  half  a mile  from  the  Barracks, 
in  a sort  of  plain  or  common  on  which  our  army 
encamped  when  it  first  landed,  and  which  still  bore 
marks  of  the  tents.  Several  of  the  men  said  to  me : 

“ Ah,  if  we  had  gone  on  straight  to  Sebastopol  instead 
of  staying  here,  dancing  and  amusing  ourselves, -it  - 
might  have  been  all  over  by  this  time,  and  more  of  us 
left  to  rest  and  amuse  ourselves.  Few  of  us  who 
danced  here  on  the  Queen’s  last  birthday  and  drank  her 
health  are  above  ground  now,  and  those  few  are  in  a 
. sorry  way.”  The  General  Hospital  is  built  on  the  same 
plan  as  the  Barracks,  but  not  above  one  quarter  the 
size.  It  was  generally  used  as  a Turkish  Military 
Hospital,  and  when^ur  army  first  arrived,  was  occupied 
by  the  surviving  victims  of  the  Sinope  massacre/  It 
was  cleaner  and  less  gloomy  than  the  Barracks*,  and 
was  at  this  time  devoted  to  the  wounded,  who  were  in 
a much  more  cheerful,  hopeful  state  of  mind  than  the 
poor  sick.  It  was  also  a much  le$s  gloomy  building" 
The  interior  square  was  occupied  by  a garden,  and 
the  patients  who  could  walk  used  to  go  there  and 
fetch  flowers  for  their  bedridden  comrades.  The 
first  day  I went  there  I found  almost  every  patient 
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confined  to  bed  had  a rose  lying  beside  him.  No 
ladies  nor  nurses  lived  at  this  time  in  the  General 
Hospital,  but  Miss  N.  sent  a party  there  every  morning 
to  help  in  dressing- wounds,  and  in  the  afternoon  the 
sisters  went  to  read  or  write  for  the  patients. 

About  ten  days  after  we  arrived,  we  were  roused 
and  kept  awake  by  a most  violent  storm.  Being  in  a 
tower,  we  were  much  exposed  to  its  violence,  and  the 
noise  was  fearful,  howling,  whistling,  and  rattling. 
The  windows  in  the  room  above  us  were  blown  in,  as 
they  were  in  various  parts  of  the  building.  It  was 
this  night  the  “ Prince,”  laden  with  valuable  stores  of 
every  description  and  every  comfort  for  our  men,  went 
down  at  Balaclava  with  twenty-one  other  vessels.  On 
hearing  of  these  disasters  we  all  felt  disheartened,  and 
dreaded  the  coming  winter,  and  day  by  day  we  saw 
deeper  cause  and  proof  of  distress. 

Though  the  Hospitals  gradually  improved  in  every 
way,  the  number  of  patients  rapidly  increased,  and 
the  state  in  wrhich  they  arrived  became  daily  more 
hopeless  and  depressing..  Daily  we  saw  men  carried 
in  whose  state  of  filth  no  words  can  describe,  and  with 
death  written  on  their  discoloured  faces,  it  was  heart- 
rending to  see  their  imploring  countenances  as  they 
were  carried  from  ward  to  ward  seeking  in  vain  a 
place  to  lie  down  in.  They  seemed  to  entreat  to  be 
laid  down  anywhere  to  die  in  peace.  I have  seen 
their  sad  eyes  look  imploring  at  the  orderlies,  as  if 
to  say,  ‘‘  For  pity’s  sake  let  me  rest  here  ; ” while  the 
orderlies,  hardened  and  hurried,  answered : “ What  do 
you  bring  him  here  for?  We  have  no  room,  be  off! 
We  don’t  want  any  more  of  his  sort  here,  we  have 
more  already  than  we  can  look  to.”  Then  the  bearers 
would  raise  the  poor  sufferer  with  a hasty  jerk,  saying  : 

. “What  are  we  to  do  with  him?  We  cannot  keep 
walking  round  the  hospital  with  him  all  day.”  And  at 
last  they  would  insist  on  laying  down  their  sad  burden 
in  some  empty  space  from  which  a corpse  had  just 
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been  removed,  amidst  the  grumbling  of  the  orderlies 
whose  duty  it  was  to  receive  and  nurse  him. 

It  may  seem  such  conduct  in  the  orderlies,  consider- 
ing that  they  were  fellow-soldiers  of  the  poor  sufferers, 
was  most  unfeeling  and  inconsistent  with  the  general 
character  of  the  soldiers,  and  certainly  all  orderlies 
were  not  selfish  and  heartless,  but  on  the  whole  they 
seemed  to  me  very  inferior  in  character  to  the  other 
soldiers.  I think  the  finer  and  nobler  men  scorned 
the  inactivity  and  safety  of  hospital  life,  and  preferred 
much  the  dangers  and  hardships  of  the  camp  before 
Sebastopol  to  such  woman’s  work  as  nursing  and 
sweeping,  so  that  they  were  rather  the  dregs  of  the 
army  who  became  orderlies,  and  their  motive  being 
selfish  safety,  they  had  no  real  love  for  their  duty. 
Speaking  of  their  hardness  and  neglect,  one  of  my 
best  and  bravest  patients  said  to  me : “ I can’t  blame 
them,  for  I have  no  patience  myself  with  sick  men 
calling  out  like  helpless  babies  for  this  thing  and  that 
thing.  I believe  if  I were  orderly,  I’d  knock  half  of 
them  over  the  head,  and  get  rid  of  them.”  And  yet 
this  patient  was  suffering  severe  and  prolonged  illness, 
and  was  a man  of  warm  kind  feelings.  Indeed  it 
seems  an  unnatural  occupation  for  men,  especially  for 
young  lads,  to  have  the  care  of  sick  and  dying  men. 
And  it  is  either  unduly  depressing  or  hardening  and 
demoralising  for  the  wild  buoyancy  of  youth  to  be 
thrust  into  such  scenes.  I have  seen  lads  frolicking 
about  by  the  bedside  of  their  dying  comrades,  caught 
them  even  at  leap-frog  along  the  feet  of  a row  /of 
sufferers,  some  in  anguish,  some  in  the  awful  stillness 
of  death  ; and  if  reproved,  “ We  can  do  them  no  good, 
poor  fellows  ; we  must  keep  up  our  own  spirits  a bit,” 
was  the  answer.  I have  seen  men  X thought  well  of 
as  patients,  on  recovering  and  being  made  orderlies, 
show  a negligence,  hardness,  and  indifference  that  sur- 
prised me,  and  I scarcely  knew  an  orderly  who  could 
get  leave  to  go  out  and  come  in  sober.  They  had  great 
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excuse ; they  were  confined  day  and  night  to  the 
pestilential  air  of  the  sick  wards  ; they  had  to  perform 
offices  for  the  dead  and  dying  much  more  trying  than 
any  we  had  to  do ; they  we  re  expected,  in  addition  to  their 
day’s  work,  to  sit  up  every  third  night  (though  few  if 
any  performed  this  duty).  They  mostly  lay  down  in 
their  clothes,  and  slept  so  soundly  no  cries  from  those 
who  needed  their  help  could  rouse  them.  One  dear 
fellow  told  me  the  poor  man  next  him,  who  was  dying, 
called  repeatedly  in  much  distress  for  the  orderly,  but 
in  vain,  and  that  he  too  shouted  as  loudly  as  he 
could  in  behalf  of  his  poor  distressed  comrade,  but 
their  united  cries  could  not  rouse  the  orderly,  and 
neither  having  strength  to  move  or  stand,  they  called 
till  they  grew  hoarse,  and  lost  power  even  to  call. 
This,  I believe,  often  happened.  Some  old  pensioners 
sent  out  as  orderlies  did  no  better,  in  one  respect 
worse,  for  their  health  universally  gave  way,  and  they 
soon  became  patients.  One  of  these  in  the  ward  I 
served  was  absurdly  angry  with  himself  for  having 
got  into  this  scrape.  “ What  in  the  world  possessed 
me,”  he  said,  “ to  volunteer  like  a fool  to  come  out 
here  and:  ruin  my  constitution  this  way?  Could  I 
not  be  content  to  be  comfortable  at  home,  and  not 
volunteer  like  a fool  ? ” “ Don’t  call  yourself  a fool,”  I 
said,  “ you  volunteered  like  a brave  old  man.”  “ Nay,” 
he  answered,  “more  like  a brave  old  jackass.” 

I do  think  one  great  use  of  the  nurses  was  their 
influence  on  the  orderlies  in  checking  their  careless- 
ness and  roughness,  in  encouraging,  cheering,  and 
directing  the  more  attentive  and  kind-hearted,  and  in 
watching  that  the  very  weak  were  not  neglected.  I 
did  see  neglect  in  those  parts  where  there  was  no 
woman  which  no  nurse  would  have  allowed,  and 
which  the  doctors  who  went  through  the  wards,  but 
did  not  remain  in  them,  were  not  cognisant  of.  Some 
of  the  orderlies  seemed  quite  as  cheered  and  pleased 
with  the  presence  of  nurses  as  the  poor  patients  them- 
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selves,  especially  in  those  depressed  and  depressing 
sick  wards.  One  especially  (whom  we  called  the 
“ Flamingo,”  from  his  brilliant  red  hair,  moustache, 
and  beard,  which  hung  down  over  his  chest)  used  to 
'watch  for  us  with  anxiety,  and  introduce  us  to  the 
cases  he  thought  required  most  attention.  But  in 
general,  I think,  the  orderlies  felt  themselves  degraded 
at  being  in  the  comparative  safety  and  comfort  of  the 
Hospital,  instead  of  sharing  the  dangers  and  hardships 
of  their  comrades  before  Sebastopol.  The  patients 
who  had  any  hope  of  recovery  all  looked  eagerly 
forward  to  return  to  their  regiment,  and  to  share  its 
hardship,  dangers,  and  glory.  I fear  dishonesty  was 
not  uncommon  among  the  orderlies,  and  there  were 
considerable  facilities  and  temptations,  as  the  poor 
men  had  frequently  a little  money  about  their  person, 
which  the  orderly  who  waited  on  them  knew  of,  and 
could  easily  remove  from  the  dead  or  dying.  The 
extreme  confusion  there  seemed  to  be  in  every 
department  offered  temptations  to  dishonesty.  One 
patient  took  2s.  6d.  out  of  his  purse  to  reward  an 
orderly  for  his  services.  The  orderly,  seeing  gold  in 
the  purse,  seized  it,  and  when  the  patient  resisted, 
killed  him  with  one  blow  on  the  head.  He  was  seized, 
tried,  and  hung.  He  had  been  a thief,  and  the  sight 
of  gold  maddened  him.  - 

About  the  beginning  of  December  a few  cases  of 
Asiatic  cholera  occurred.  The  first  were  of  two 
young  men  about  twenty,  who  were  taken  ill  together. 


great  terror,  and  kept  recalling  the  most  awtui  parts 
of  Scripture,  those  of  anger  and  judgment,  especially 
from  the  first  chapter  of  Proverbs.  He  recovered. 
The  other  seemed  more  composed,,  and  calmly  pre- 
pared for  death.  He  was  on  the  eve  of  his  twenty- 
first  birthday,  and  was  anxious  to  live  to  that  day 
that  he  might  leave  a little  money  (5T6o)  which  then 
became  his  to  a sister  he  was  fond  of,  but  he  died  an 
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hour  before.  He  had  been  at  Alma,  and  having  a 
facility  for  versifying,  had  made  a poem  describing 
that  battle,  which  he  recited  at  intervals  this  last 
evening  of  his  life.  *What  was  stranger,  he  made  and 
repeated  verses  on  the  cholera,  descriptive  of  his  pre- 
sent sufferings,  which  he  seemed  to  feel  were  only  to 
end  in  death.  His  last  words  were,  “ I dread  the 
sufferings  of  this  night.”  A few  minutes  afterwards 
they  were  over.  We  had  had  some  experience  of 
cholera  in  Plymouth  and  Devonport  in  the  summer 
and  autumn  of  1849,  and  also  during  a slighter 
■outbreak  in  1852,  and  so  we  were  generally  sent 
to  the  few  cases  of  cholera  which  now  occurred. 
Most  of  them  were  fatal.  They  were  put  under  the 
charge  of  that  devoted  young  surgeon,  Maclean  of  the 
42nd,  and  he  did  his  duty  nobly,  patiently,  and  un- 
weariedly.  But  he  complained,  as  it  seemed  to  me 
justly,  of  having  patients  removed  from  other  parts  of 
the  Hospital  to  his  care  when  almost  at  the  point  of 
death.  This  occurred  repeatedly,  and  one  night  on 
going  his  rounds  he  found  a new  patient  just  intro- 
duced from  another  ward  completely  exhausted,  un- 
able to-  speak,  in  fact  dying.  At  that  moment  Dr 
M.,  his  superior  officer,  passed,  and  Maclean  went 
up  to  him  and  remonstrated  reasonably,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  very  respectfully  on  the  subject.  He 
- said  : “ I cannot  possibly  treat  men  of  whose  illness  I 
can  only  judge  by  the  last  symptoms.  If  anything 
can  be  done  for  them,  surely  it  is  best  done  by  the 
medical  man  who  has  attended  them  during  the 
earlier  stages  of  their  illness.  It  is  merely  disturbing 
them  at  their  last  moments,  and  destroying  any  hope 
of  their  recovery,  to  remove  them  in  this  state,  while 
at  the  same  time  it  is  unjust  to  me  and  injurious  to 
- my  patients  to  have  men  brought  in  merely  to  die 
among  them.”  Dr  M.  answered  shortly,  it  could 
not  be  helped  ; but  he  went  with  Miss  Nightingale, 
who  was  with  him,  to  see  this  dying  man,  and  finding 
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that  he  was  rapidly  sinking,  he  seemed  irritated, 
and  used  such  rough  words  to  Mr  Maclean  that 
he  left  the  ward  without  answering,  while  Miss  N. 
sent  me  and  Sister  Elizabeth  for  hot  water  and 
brandy.  The  nurses  being  at  evening  prayers  (io 
P.M.),  there  was  a little  delay  in  getting  what  was 
wanted,  so  that  Dr  M.  and  Miss  N.  followed  us, 
and  while  Miss  N.  procured  it  Sister  Elizabeth 
defended  Mr  Maclean’s  conduct  to  Dr  M.,  and 
spoke  of  his  zeal  and  devotion.  Dr  M.  seemed 
angry  unreasonably,  though  he  was  in  general  kind  ; 
but  I often  observed  that  the  kindest  and  most  zealous  k 
doctors  sometimes  seemed  exasperated  by  the  death 
of  their  patients,  and  vented  their  disappointment  and 
vexation  on  any  one  who  came  in  their  way.  I found 
this  so  much  the  case  subsequently  that,  in  the  General 
Hospital,  I avoided  my  doctor  as  much  as  possible 
when  any  patient  he  was  interested  in  was  dying. 
But  to  return  to  the  present  case,  we  brought  the 
hot  bottles  and  brandy,  and  Miss  N.  asked  me 

to  rub  his  feet  while  she  gave  him  brandy,  but  she 

soon  desisted,  for  he  was  dying,  and  in  a few  minutes 
he  breathed  his  last.  This  was  in  a small  ward  con- 
taining eight  or  ten  beds,  and  during  the  next  day  all 
the  patients  in  it  except  two  died.  Mr  Maclean 
dreaded  the  effect  of  death  in  depressing  the  survivors, 
so  when  this  poor  stranger  died  first,  he  asked  us  to 
remain  in  the  ward,; and  attend  to  the  other  patients, 
standing  so  as  to  prevent  their  seeing  their  poor  com- 
panion removed,  which  we  did.  Miss  Nightingale 
afterwards  went  with  Mr  Maclean  into  the  deadhouse, 
where  above  ten  who  had  died  that  day  lay.  If  was 
an  awful  place  to  visit  at  any  time,  and  as  I waited  at 
the  door  and  saw  her  calmly  uncover  the  faces  of  the 
dead,  and  look  on  them  as  they  lay  far  from  wife  or 
mother  in  that  dreary  place,  it  seemecLst range  to  see 
one  so  frail,  graceful,  and  refined  standing  at  the  dead 
of  night  alone  amid  such  sad  scenes  of  mortality. 
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One  of  the  poor  men  who  died  in  this  ward  next  day 
was  a Scotchman.  He  seemed  to  suffer  more  intense 
agony  than  others  (for  in  general  they  seemed  without 
suffering  at  the  last),  hut  the  expression  of  this  man’s 
face,  and  his  cries,  denoted  extreme  pain.  Another 
in  the  next  bed,  also  dying,  seemed  to  feel  for  his 
poor  comrade,  though  his  mind  was  wandering.  He 
stretched  out  his  feeble  hand  to  stroke  him,  and  kept 
saying,  “ Poor  fellow,  are  you  better  now?  ” 

Next  evening,  as  Sister  Elizabeth  and  I visited  this 
ward,  we  found  it  deserted  ; the  orderly  whose  duty  it 
was  to  attend  had  been  included  in  Dr  M.’s  dis- 
pleasure the  night  before,  and  choosing  to  console 
himself  by  drinking,  was  absent,  and  the  men  lay  alone 
quietly  dying,  a dim  lamp  burning.  The  poor  Scotch 
soldier’s  violent  agonies  were  over  ; he  lay  raised  up  in 
bed  with  open  mouth  and  glazed  eyes  fixed  on  the 
light.  Sister  E.,  thinking  him  dying,  hurriedly  asked 
me  to  remain  while  she  went  for  Miss  Nightingale, 
who  w'as  particularly  interested  in  these  men.  When 
she  left,  I went  up  to  him  and  spoke  to  him  ; he  did 
not  move  or  answer.  I touched  him,  and  found  he  was 
dead,  though  still  warm  and  flexible.  Finding  life 
gone,  I laid  him  down,  closed  his  eyes  and  mouth,  and 
straightened  his  limbs. 

About  this  time,  the  end  of  November,  Miss  Nightin- 
gale took  me  with  her  one  night  to  distribute  shirts  to 
Sister  Elizabeth’s  patients.  All  to  whom  she  gave 
shirts  were  without  any,  and  she  asked  each  what  had 
become  of  his.  Some  said  they  had  worn  theirs  till  it 
was  so  filthy  and  full  of  lice  they  had  to  take  them  off 
and  have  them  burnt ; others  told  us  they  had  taken 
them  off  and  given  them  to  comrades  who  had  none, 
and  were  ordered  to  get  up,  and  therefore  needed  them 
more  than  those  still  in  bed.  This  seemed  true  charity, 
"such  as  few  are  called  to  exercise. 

Miss  N.  gave  me  directions  for  myself,  and  espe- 
cially for  Sister  Elizabeth,  as  her  zeal  and  energy  on 


44 


Reminiscences  of  Scutari  Hospitals 


behalf  of  her  men  were  getting  rather  troublesome. 
She  got  such  large  requisitions  from  Mr  Maclean  on 
Miss  Nightingale’s  kitchen  that  it  was  found  impos- 
sible to  supply  them,  and  Miss  Nightingale  requested 
them,  in  justice  to  the  rest  of  the  Hospital,  to  make 
smaller  requisitions. 

One  day  Mr  Maclean  ordered  pudding  for  forty 
men,  and  as  only  three  puddings  were  made,  of  course 
this  large  demand  could  not  be  met.  The  eldest  nun, 
generally  called  the  Rev.  Mother,  who  had  the  charge 
of  the  food,  gave  us  as  much  as  she  could  afford  for 
Sister  E.,  which  I took  to  her  ; but  Sister  E.  told  me 
to  take  it  away,  as  it  would  only  tantalise  the  men  to 
give  them  a spoonful  each,  or  to  give  it  to  some  and 
not  to  others.  However,  I thought  a mouthful  better 
than  nothing,  and  was  about  to  distribute  it,  when  the 
Rev.  Mother  came  in  with  a little  more  she  had  ob- 
tained, and  offered  it ; but  Sister  E.  met  her,  and 
declined  what  she  brought,  at  the  same  time  begging 
her  not  to  trouble  herself  to  come  to  these  wards.  In 
fact,  Sister  E.  was  hurt  and  irritated  at  her  patients 
being  disappointed  of  their  pudding,  so  that  the  brave 
fellows  themselves  tried  to  comfort  her  by  telling  her 
“ not  to  mind  or  vex  herself,  better  days  were  coming.” 
The  Rev.  Mother  and  Mrs  C.  had  conjointly  the  distri- 
bution of  food  from  Miss  N.’s  kitchen,  and  I always 
tried  to  get  my  allowance  from  the  nun,  who  was  ever 
patient,  calm,  and . attentive  to  every  request.  How- 
ever these  nuns  may  have  erred  in  faith  and  practice, 
the  deepest  impression  their  conduct  left  was  cjne  of 
affectionate  admiration ; their  invariably  patient,  cheer- 
ful, gentle  manners,  their  constant,  considerate  kind- 
ness, left  a very  pleasing  remembrance,  a beautiful 
picture  of  true  and  practical  Christianity,  which  those 
who  boast  a purer  faith  would  do  well  to  emulate. 

Sister  Elizabeth  appealed  to  Miss  Nightingale  as  to 
the  pudding,  who  promised  more  for  the  next  day ; at 
the  same  time,  she  repeated  her  advice  to  ask  the 
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doctor  to  give  less  liberal  orders,  as  such  demands 
were  unfair  to  the  other  wards.  Next  day  the  pro- 
mised pudding  was^  not  forthcoming  ; and  so  there 
went  on  a daily  contention  for  food,  Mr  Maclean  and 
Sister  E.  striving  to  get  more  for  their  men  than  the 
Rev.  Mother  and  Mrs  C.  could  give,  Mrs  C.  scolding 
Sister  E.  for  asking  so  much,  and  Sister  E.  getting 
excited  and  anxious.  * I generally  got  all  my  doctor 
ordered  for  my  men,  but  this  was  very  much  less  than 
Sister  E.  s share  ; and  I sometimes  feared  that  had  my 
men  more  nourishment  their  lives  might  have  been 
prolonged,  but  as  no  effort  on  my  part  could  have 
procured  more,  though  unhappy,  my  conscience  was 
easy. 

About  the  beginning  of  December  Miss  Nightingale 
told-  me  she  would  change  my  work,  and  send  me  to 
the  General  Hospital.  Though  for  some  reasons  glad 
of  the  change,  I was  sorry  to  be  separated  from  Sister 
E.,  who  remained  at  the  Barracks,  and  for  some  time 
she  had  little  to  do,  as  the  wards  which  we  had  attended 
were  broken  up,  the  remaining  patients  being  distri-  . 
buted  through  the  Hospital  while  the  wards  underwent 
repairs,  which  they  greatly  needed.  The  Turkish 
carpenters  and  glaziers  seem  to  do  their  work 
fairly,  and  to  have  great  strength,  though  they  lived 
poorly.  They  frequently  cut  their  hands  at  their  work, 
and  used  with  trusting  simplicity  to  show  their  small 
wounds  as  we  passed,  and  by  signs  ask  our  assistance 
in  healing  them.  Of  course,  when  so  appealed  to,  we 
were  glad  of  the  opportunity  of  showing  kindness  to 
the  poor  fellows,  and  thankful  for  the  trusting  respect 
they  showed  to  us,  whom  they  might  be  expected  to 
despise  doubly  as  giaours  and  as  women.  But  we  never 
experienced  from  man,  woman,  or  child  anything  but 
respect  and  kindness.  “Boonie  Johnnie  ” was  the  term 
bestowed  on  us  without  distinction.  The  Turks  them- 
selves were  universally  addressed  as  “Johnnie,”  and  in 
their  turn  they  applied  this  term  to  us  as  well  as  to 
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the  soldiers.  “ Boonie  ” or  “ bono  ” expressed  appro- 
bation ; “no  bono”  the  reverse.  One  day  a little  Spanish 
boy  addressed  us,  and  in  a broken  mixture  of  languages 
he  told  us  he  came  from  Spain,  and  had  seen  both 
Liverpool  and  London.  He  was  polite  and  pleasing ; 
he  said,  “ Englis  bono,  Turk  bono;  Greek,  no  bono, 
no  bono.” 

Our  men  often  reproached  the  poor  Turks — “Ah, 
Johnnie,  no  bono  ! Johnnie  hides  Balaclava  ” — meaning 
to  refer  to  the  disastrous  cowardice  of  that  day.  I said 
to  one  of  my  patients,  as  he  said  this : “ I suppose  the 
officers  ran,  and  the  poor  men  could  not  stand  alone. 
What  would  you  do  if  your  officers  ran  away?”  He 
laughed  at  the  idea,  and  said,  “ Faith,  if  my  officers 
ever  so  forgot  themselves,  I think  I would  make  the 
best  of  my  way  after  them.” 

Till  January  we  continued  to  live  or  rather  to  sleep 
in  the  tower.  After  breakfast  we  set  out  to  walk  to 
the  General  Hospital  together,  walking,  except  four 
who  went  in  a carriage  which  came  every  day  to  carry 
the  weak  or  lazy  nurses.  Two  nuns  generally  headed 
this  party,  Sister  Mary  de  Gonzaga  and  Sister  Jean  de 
Chantal.  Both  these  nuns  were  very  nice-looking. 
Sister  Mary  was  very  pale,  with  large  expressive  grey 
eyes  ; Sister  Jean  was  very  rosy,  and  had  bright  black 
eyes.  Eight  or  ten  nurses  went,  and  three  of  our 
party — Sisters  Bertha,  Margaret,  and  myself.  It  was 
a beautiful  walk  (though  rather  rough,  and  in  wet 
weather  difficult  from  the-  mud),  across  a plain  or 
common  commanding  a beautiful  _view  of  the/ Bos- 
phorus and  Constantinople  and  the  British  and 
Turkish  burying-grounds.  There  was  an  inlet  of  the 
sea  which  looked  like  an  inland  lake  surrounded  by 
hills,  the  more  distant  capped  with  snow,  which  often 
suggested  to  us  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  A little  north-east 
of  Constantinople  lay  a beautiful  village  on  the  coast. 
Turkish  towns  in  the  distance  have  a peculiarly  bril- 
liant appearance,  but  a nearer  inspection  generally 
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disappoints,  from  the  dirty,  untidy  habits  of  the  in- 
habitants. I think  this  village  is  called  Cadinople, 
from  the  number  of  Cadis  who  live  there.  The  car- 
riage which  conveyed  some  of  the  nurses  was  orna- 
mentally carved  and  gilt,  like  the  old  pictures  of  the 
Lord  Mayor’s  coach.  It  was  certainly  more  elegant 
than  a London  cab,  but  not  so  convenient  or  well 
hung  ; indeed  it  seemed  infirm  and  shaky.  It  had  no  . 
door  ; we  had,  as  it  were,  to  step  over  a pretended  low 
door  and  insert  ourselves  through  the  window,  which 
at  first  some  of  us  felt  a puzzling  operation.  One 
nurse  attempted  it  several  times,  but  putting  in  her 
head  first,  found  it  impossible  to  make  her  feet  follow. 
Being  told  she  must  first  put  one  foot  in,  then  stoop 
and  get  in  her  head,  she  said,  “ No,  I’ll  never  go  in 
foot  foremost,”  and  gave  it  up  in  despair.  It  was  still 
more  awkward  to  descend,  as  we  had  to  put  out  one 
foot  first ; it  had  somewhat  the  effect  of  scrambling 
foot  foremost  out  of  a carriage  window,  and  was  seldom 
effected  with  dignity  and  decorum.  One  day,  when 
our  carriage  arrived,  and  the  nurses  began  to  appear 
foot  foremost  out  of  the  window,  Dr  O’Flaherty  ran 
forward  and  attempted  to  open  the  door,  fancying  it 
was  over-zeal  led  them  to  disembark  in  that  fashion ; 
but  he  soon  found  his  polite  efforts  vain,  as  there  was 
no  real  door  to  open.  I avoided  this  carriage  as  much 
as  possible,  preferring  the  bracing  beautiful  walk, 
though  I was  sometimes  forced  to  go,  as  a nun  or 
sister  was  expected  to  go  in  each  carriage.  When 
condemned  to  this  vehicle,  I got  so  cross  that  Mar- 
garet good-humouredly  admonished  me  to  submit  to 
my  fate  with  the  resignation  of  a Christian.  I gener- 
ally preferred  to  make  my  exit  at  the  outside  window, 
and  to  land  unseen  in  the  mud,  rather  than  to  do  so 
7in  the  midst  of  the  doctors  and  officers  who  generally 
stood  about  the  Hospital  door.  Though  I do  not  think 
it  was  above  half  a mile,  it  seemed  quite  a journey ; 
we  jolted  along  so  slowly  and  with  such  effort,  and  at 
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half-way  the  driver  got  down,  unharnessed  his  horse, 
and  led  him  away  to  be  watered,  leaving  us  to  con- 
jecture whether  he  meant  to  return  or  not.  The  road^ 
was  so  wet  at  times  that  one  day  a gentleman  return 
ing  to  the  Barracks  asked  Sister  Mary  if  he  could  do 
anything  there  for  her  or  fetch  anything.  She  said, 
laughing,  “ I wish  you  could  send  us  a boat  to  take  us 
back  to  the  Barracks.”  “ Ah,”  he  answered,  “ I wish 
you  could  send  me  a boat  to  take  me  back  to  Eng- 
land.” This  gentleman  very  soon  after  was  seized  with 
cholera  and  died ; his  wife  died  also  within  a few  days 

of  the  same  terrible  disease. 

The  General  Hospital  had  a very  different  aspect 
from  the  Barracks ; it  seemed  cleaner,  lighter,  and 
more  cheerful  in  every  way.  The  wards  were  in 
better  repair ; no  broken  window  stuffed  with  rags,  no 
rain  streaming  in,  no  beds  on  the  floor — everything  in 
better  order.  The  men,  too,  were  very  much  more 
cheerful ; they  were  when  I first  went  mostly  wounded 
from  Alma,  Balaclava,  and  Inkerman,  and  mostly 
recovering.  Sister  M.  de  Gonzaga,  who  seemed_to_ 
have  a sort  of  general  charge  ot  the  nurses  here, 
showed  me  my  division,  which  was  half  of  D Corridor 
and  two  adjoining  wards,  and  introduced  me  to  an 
orderly,  who  on  the  doctor’s  entrance  presented  me  as 
' “ the  nurse.”  He  was  a little  man,  quick  in  perception, 
and  rather  so  in  temper.  He  gave  me  directions  as 
to  washing  the  wounds  and  dressing  the  slighter  ones, 
forbidding  rather  needlessly  the  use  of  a sponge.  I 
used  a bit  of  tow j and  of  course  burnt  it,  and  took  a 
fresh  bit  after  each  wound.  There  was  a good  supply 
of  warm  water,  and  I emptied  and  rinsed  out  my 
. basin  every  time  it  was  used.  The  men  rejoiced  to 
have  a nurse,  and  told  me  I was-  much  cleaner  and 
gentler  than  the  orderly,  who  used,  when  the  doctor 
was  engaged,  to  wash  several  patients’  wounds  in  the 
same  water.  I began  operations  on  a fearfully  filthy 
and  shattered  leg  of  an  Alma  Irishman,  who  shouted 
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out,  “ Och ! the  blessing  of  the  touch  of  a woman’s  hand  ; 
she  touches  my  poor  leg  so  tinder  and  gentle ! ” Of 
course  men  whose  hands  were  hard  and  horny 
through  labour — hands  used  once  perhaps  to  the 
plough,  and  more  recently  to  the  firelock — were  not 
fitted  to  touch,  bathe,  and  dress  wounded  limbs,  how- 
ever gentle  and  considerate  their  hearts  might  be.  It 
seemed  to  us  a mistake  to  think  that  because  these 
sick  and  wounded  men  were  soldiers  they  should  be 
roughly  treated,  and  denied  comforts  in  weakness  and 
suffering.  Some  seemed  to  dread  the  ladies  and 
nurses  coddling  and  spoiling  the  men  ; but  really, 
however  much  they  might  be  inclined  to  do  so,  in 
our  circumstances  we  had  not  the  means — our  utmost 
efforts  could  not  procure  common  comforts  nor  put 
our  patients  at  all  on  a level  with  those  in  an  English 
workhouse  or  infirmary.  Besides,  sickness,  like  death, 
is  a great  leveller — the  same  remedies,  and  in  a great 
measure  the  same  comforts,  are  fitted  for  all  ranks. 
Wounds,  diarrhoea,  and  fever  know  no  distinctions  of 
rank.  One  doctor  said  to  Margaret  rather  con- 
temptuously, as  she  passed  him  with  a dish  of  jelly 
in  her  hands  (which  was  sent  regularly  by  Lady 
Stratford  Canning),  “ Calves’  foot  jelly  for  soldiers  ! ” 
“For  dying  men,”  she  answered.  “Well,”  he  said, 
“ since  you’ve  got  it,  I will  show  you  a case  or  two  in 
which  it  may  be  useful.” 

But  to  return  to  my  own  wards  and  my  own  men. 
Murphy,  the  rosy-cheeked  Irishman  who  had  rejoiced 
so  in  the  touch  of  a woman’s  hand,  told  me  his  leg 
had  had  no  chance  till  I took  it  in  hand,  the  orderlies 
were  so  rough  and  careless  that  their  washing  did 
more  harm  than  good.  He  said  for  long  it  was  un- 
touched, and  swarmed  with  maggots.  Many  were  the 
blessings  this  fine  old  fellow  showered  on  me  day  by 
day.  [I  call  him  old,  for  many  were  but  lads,  and  he 
had  served  sixteen  years,  and  so  was  considered  an 
old  soldier — he  was  thirty-three.]  Leaving  him,  I 
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passed  on  from  wound  to  wound,  and  spent  the  whole 
morning  washing  and  dressing  them.  One  poor  lad, 
fearfully  emaciated,  sat  up  on  his  bed  leaning  on  an 
orderly  (for  he  was  too  weak  to  sit  unsupported),  and 
looking  with  great,  sad,  wistful  eyes  on  me.  I heard 
him  ask  the  orderly  to  get  me  to  do  his  arm.  I was 
at  once  attracted  by  his  look  and  voice,  and  went  to 
him  and  uncovered  his  wound.  It  was  the  right  arm 
taken  out  of  the  socket,  and  an  abscess  formed 
beneath ; he  had  also  a slighter  wound  and  fearful 
bedsores  more  painful  than  his  arm,  and  he  was  so 
wasted  — his  bones  in  every  part  seemed  cutting 
through  the  skin.  He  was  of  the  1st  Royals,  and 
when  his  regiment  and  the  Greys  were  trying  to  cover 
the  retreat  of  the  Light  Cavalry,  a cannon  ball  took 
off  his  arm.  He  had  been  slightly  wounded  in  the 
earlier  charge,  but  refused  to  retire  and  have  it 
attended  to.  He  told  me  he  only  felt  a shock  and 
did  not  know  what  had  happened  till  he  looked  down 
and  saw  his  arm  hanging,  when  he  rode  off  as  well  as 
he  could  to  where  the  surgeons  were  operating.  On 
the  road  he  would  have  fallen  off  had  a comrade  not 
- held  him  on  and  encouraged  him.  At  last  he 
reached  where  the  wounded  were  being  treated,  and 
some  bluejackets  lifted  him  tenderly  from  his  horse 
and  carried  him  into  a hut.  He  told  me  that,  faint 
and  suffering  as  he  was,  they  made  him  laugh,  as  they 
lifted  him,  by  their  nautical  talk — “ Unship  this  poor 
fellow — loose  that  tackling  there  ; ” and  then  a great 
strong  fellow  took  him  as  if  he  were  a baby  and  carried 
him  into  a back  room  — the  front  being  fpll  of 
wounded.  There  he  lay,  lonely  and  faint  from  loss 
of  blood,  till  a surgeon  came  and  examined  his  wound. 
He  immediately  called  another  surgeon,  who  said  he 
could  not  come,  being  engaged  with  some  officers. 
The  first,  who  seemed  a senior  officer,  said,  “ I 
desire  you  to  come  at  once  ; this  lad’slife  depends  on 
immediate  attention.”  So  they  came  and  took  off  his 
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right  arm  out  of  the  socket.  No  chloroform  was  used, 
but  they  gave  him  some  rum,  and  in  an  hour  he  was 
lying  on  board  ship,  where  he  spent  days  on  the 
bare  boards  often  wet,  so  that  when  he  reached 
Scutari  the  skin  of  his  back  was  much  broken,  pro- 
ducing very  painful  bedsores.  He  was  a gentle  lad, 
very  sensitive,  though  lively  and  full  of  spirit.  - He 
had  been  brought  up  by  an  indulgent  grandmother, 
of  whom  he  told  me  I reminded  him.  He  said  one 
reason  he  enlisted  was  - that  being  apprenticed  in 
London,  he  was  so  unhappy,  and  so  missed  his 
grannie  and  his  home,  that  he  could  not  bear  it,  so 
he  enlisted,  and  found,  poor  boy,  a rough  grandmother 
in  the  sendee  and  in  the  battlefield.  But  he  had  not, 
like  some,  enlisted  in  haste  and  repented  at  leisure  ; he 
loved  his  calling,  and  never  repented  having  enlisted. 
It  was  a long-formed  plan  ; he  waited  patiently  till  he 
was  tall  enough,  though  he  kept  his  intention  secret 
for  fear  of  opposition.  He  went  down  to  the  country 
to  visit  his  grandparents,  but  would  not  grieve  them 
by  telling  his  intentions.  On  returning  he  enlisted, 
and  next  day  joined  his  regiment  at  Manchester. 
This  was  in  October  1853.  - When  not  long  after  the 
regiment  was  ordered  abroad,  being  but  a recruit  he 
might  have  stayed  at  home,  but  he  volunteered  to  go, 
and  was  sent.  He  was  only  sixteen,  but  a fine,  tall, 
handsome,  broad-chested  lad,  with  a beautiful,  interest- 
ing face.  When  I first  saw  him  there  was  something 
inexpressibly  touching  in  his  timid  desponding  air, 
his  very  expressive  large  eyes  so  often  filled  with 
tears,  his  extreme  weakness,  and  the  severe  pain  he 
suffered,  his  gentleness  and  grateful  attachment,  and 
in  the  midst  of  all  and  above  all  his  generous  anxiety 
for  and  interest  in  his  fellow-sufferers,  made  him  the 
object  of  peculiar  regard.  The  anxiety  as  to  his 
recovery — as  his  life  for  weeks  seemed  trembling  in 
the  balance  — increased  the  interest  he  created. 
Besides,  amiable  as  he  was — gentle,  affectionate,  and 
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.unselfish — he  seemed  afraid  to  die  ; he  was  ignorant  of 
:the  truths  of  the  Gospel,  and  the  power  of  faith  in 
iChrist ; he  was  not  prepared  to  die,  and  this  made  me 
doubly  anxious  for  his  recovery.  When  this  gentle 
boy  shed  tears  from  anguish  and  weakness  on  his 
•hard  bed,  ridiculed  for  this  weakness  by  his  harder 
Hand  rougher  companions  ; grumbled  at  often  by  the 
.orderlies  for  giving  the  trouble  his  weak  and  helpless 
estate  exacted  ; it  created  a sympathy  and  anxiety  no 
words  can  express.  Thanks  be  to  God,  he  was  re- 
stored, and  may  He  grant  it  be  not  only  to  his  friends 
,and  country,  but  to  his  Heavenly  Father, his  Redeemer, 
'his  home  above.  At  the  other  end  of  my  division  lay 
<an  Irishman — old  Tom  Burns — with  a most  fearfully 
shattered  leg  from  Inkerman,  which  the  doctor  had 
condemned  for  amputation,  and  accordingly  it  lay 
undressed  and  untouched  on  the  bare  rough  sacking, 
caked  in  blood  and  matter,  with  deep  putrid  holes. 
The  possessor  of  this  leg  was  a fine  old  veteran  of 
thirty-three,  but  with  worn*  weather-beaten  marks  of 
age  on  him,  his  hair  thin  and  grey,  his  handsome 
spirited  face  withered  and  lined.  His  ever  ready 
joke  and  merry  ringing  laugh  were  the  only  signs  of 
youth  about  him.  “ God  bless  you,”  he  said,  as  I took 
in  hand  his  poor  neglected  leg,  washed  and  dressed  it. 

“ God  bless  you,  and  if  I save  my  leg,  it  will  be  your 
doing.”  Next  day  he  maintained  that  it  was  better, 
and  that  the  touch  of  my  hand  had  given  it  a turn, 
and  that  he  would  always  say  so.  The  doctor,  had 
said  that  nothing  could  be  done  for  it  ; it  must  pome 
off.  But  Dr  O’Flaherty  said,  <r  It  is  a desperate  case, 
but  as  he  seems  to  have  a good  healthy  constitution, 
we’ll  leave  it  on  a few  days  and  see.”  The  other 
doctor  rather  pressed  its  immediate  amputation,  and- 
said  he  could  do  no  more  for  it.  Still  Dr  O’Flaherty 
gave  it  a week’s  respite,  and  it  was  during  this  week 
I got  possession  of  it,  as  the  doctor  left  it  alone,  and 
did  not  even  look  at  it.  As  the  day  fixed  for  the 


in  Winter  1854-55.  53 

operation  came  on,  the  doctor  came  to  examine  it, 
and  finding  it  decidedly  improving,  it  was  left  on. 
The  poor  man  seemed  quite  indifferent  on  the  subject, 
perfectly  contented  to  rest  on  the  doctor’s  decision  as 
to  whether  his  leg  was  to  be  off  or  on.  Murphy,  the 
Alma-wounded  Irishman,  had  a decided  inclination  to 
get  rid  of  his.  “ It  will  never  be  any  good,”  he  used 
to  say  ; “ shure,  doctor  dear,  you  threw  away  many  a 
better  leg  at  the  Alma  ; I’ll  thank  you  to  take  it  off” 
I think  it  was  seeing  stumps  heal  much  faster  than  his 
poor  leg,  the  being  condemned  for  an  indefinite  time 
to  lie  on  his  back  watching  the  slow  and  often  retro- 
grade progress  of  his  wound,  as  bit  after  bit  of  shat- 
tered bone  worked  out,  and  also  knowing  that  the  loss 
of  a limb  would  ensure  him  a better  pension.  All 
this,  I think,  led  him  to  long  for  amputation.  But  the 
amputations  which  took  place  in  the  hospital  were,  as 
far  as  I knew,  mostly  unsuccessful.  The  patient  sunk 
and  died  under  the  operation,  or  soon  after  it ; while 
those  amputated  on  the  field  mostly  recovered.  The 
reason  of  this  was,  I think,  that  on  the  field  the  men 
were  in  the  full  vigour  of  life,  and  able  to  bear  the 
pain  and  exhaustion,  while  those  operated  on  in  the 
hospital  were  almost  invariably  men  whose  constitu- 
tions were  worn  out  with  suffering,  every  effort  having 
been  made  to  preserve  the  limb,  and  amputation  being 
only  employed  as  a last  resort  when  the  powers  of  life 
were  at  a low  ebb.  Tom  Burns’  buoyant  spirits  very 
much  tended  to  his  recovery.  Laughing  seems  as 
conducive  to  health  as  sighing  is  the  reverse ; and 
Tom  not  only  kept  his  lungs  in  good  play  by  laugh- 
ing and  joking,  but  also  benefited  all  his  fellow- 
sufferers  within  his  reach,  for  he  would  not  let  them 
mope  or  despond  ; and  I have  often  seen  one  inclined 
to  do  so  cheered  and  almost  forced  to  laugh  at  his 
pleasant  amusing  talk.  With  all  his  fun  he  was 
never  guilty  of  the  slightest  impropriety  or  irrever- 
ence. There  was  nothing  in  his  fun  to  offend  delicacy 
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or  religion.  He  was  a married  man  and  an  affection- 
ate husband.  He  could  read,  and  said  the  books  he 
ccared  most  for  were  the  Bible — and  Punch.  He  used 
rto  say  to  the  orderlies  when  they  lifted  him,  “Take 
care  of  me  for  the  sake  of  the  ould  woman  that  owns 
me.”  I thought  that  was  his  mother,  but  found  she 
was  his  wife,  and  only  twenty -eight.  As  he  could  not 
write,  I wrote  to  her  for  him,  and  in  course  of  time  he 
received  an  answer  worthy  of  him  and  of  Ireland,  full 
of  the  warmest  sympathy  and  affection,  and  yet  with 
a vein  of  fun  and  humour  running  through  it.  Tom 
was,  I believe,  sincerely  religious,  a Roman  Catholic, 
but  not  bigoted.  He  was  fond  of  reading  the  New 
Testament.  I fear  his  temptation  in  health  would  be 
< drink.  When  I first  attended  him  he  had  daily  a 
good  allowance  of  port  wine,  which  he  saved  up  for 
several  days.  However,  the  doctor  discovered  this, 
and  ordered  it  to  be  taken  from  him.  In  despera- 
tion he  seized  and  drank  the  whole  at  once.  Conse- 
quently he  got  into  such  an  excited  state  that,  not 
knowing  the  circumstances,  I feared  derangement,  he 
talked  so  wildly,  and  seizing  his  poor  shattered  leg  he 
threatened  to  throw  it  out  of  the  window.  Next  day 
he  was  thoroughly  sober  and  ashamed  of  this  out- 
break. His  wine  was  quite  stopped  from  this  time, 
and  he  submitted  with  good  humour  to  this  depriva- 
tion. He  only  asked  me  to  take  the  cradle  off  his 
legs,  saying, c*  As  the,  doctors  think  fit  to  wean  their 
baby,  and  - take  his  bottle  from  him,  I think  he  ought 
to  be  getting  out  of  his  cradle,  and  hope  he’ll  soon 
run  alone.”  There  were  three  legs  in  a similar  state  in 
this  corridor — the  two  Irish  ones,  Burns  and  Murphy, 
and  between  them  an  English  one,  wounded  at  Balac- 
lava. The  Englishman  (whose  name  I forget)  was 
quiet,  grave,  and  well-behaved.  They  used  to  com- 
pare legs  every  morning,  and  often  to  conjecture  which 
would  first  be  ready  for  service.  Burns’  was  at  first 
far  the  most  desperate,  but  when  it  began  to  amend 
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it  improved  more  rapidly  than  the  others.  So  Burns 
said  he  was  determined  to  be  not  much  behind  the 
others,  if  he  did  not  get  up  first  and  pull  them  out  of 
bed.  However  the  Englishman  first  received  permis- 
sion to  rise,  and  he  rather  crowed  over  poor  Burns  as 
he  put  on  his  hospital  dressing-gown.  The  sameeven- 
ing,  as  I passed  by,  one  of  the  patients  sitting  by  the 
stove  rose  and  said  in  a triumphant  tone,  “ Good 
evening,  ma’am.”  I was  puzzled,  but  immediately 
recognised  Tom’s  merry  laugh  which  followed,  and 
found  that  as  soon  as  his  English  fellow-sufferer  had 
gone  back  to  bed,  Tom  had  got  hold  of  his  dressing- 
gown,  managed  to  put  it  on,  got  up  without  leave, 
and  hobbled  to  the  fire,  where  he  sat  laughing  and 
joking  in  full  force.  I remonstrated,  and  advised  his 
immediate  return  to  bed,  which  he  promised  should 
take  place  as  soon  as  I left  Sometimes  he  amused 
himself  by  decking  his  poor  shattered  leg  with  roses, 
and  lay  admiring  it.  One  evening  the  doctor,  after 
probing  it,  put  in  the  forceps  and  tried  in  vain  to 
bring  out  a piece  of  bone,  Tom  looking  on  with  a 
most  stoic  expression.  After  some  attempts,  the 
doctor  gave  ft  up,  first  asking  Tom  “ if  he  felt  it?  ” 
“ Not  a bit,”  said  Tom.  The  moment  after  the 
doctor  went  hastily  away,  and  as  I wiped  away  the 
blood  and  matter  flowing  from  it,  he  added,  “If 
the  doctor  asks  me  a fool’s  question,  I am  determined 
to  give  a rogue’s  answer,  as  if  he  could  dig  away 
in  my  leg,  and  try  to  tear  out  my  bones,  and  I not 
feel  it” 

They  were  brave,  noble,  unselfish  fellows.  May  the 
virtues  which  shone  so  brightly  on  the  battlefield,  and 
still  more  in  the  Hospital  wards,  never  be  dimmed  by 
drunkenness  and  crime  ! Surely  men  capable  of  such 
virtue  ought  not  to  sink  into  drunken  sots.  Yet  how 
many  old  pensioners,  who  have  shown  heroic  courage 
and  more  heroic  endurance,  become  in  old  age  use- 
less, degraded  drunkards.  Can  nothing  be  done  to 
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save  them  from  so  unworthy  a fate,  to  lead  them  to 
spend  the  rest  of  their  days  in  a way  more  worthy  of 
the  noble  qualities  they  have  been  shown  to  possess  ? 
Have  they  done  and  suffered  so  much  only  to  end  so 
poorly?  I felt  astonished  when  I considered  that 
these  men,  so  gentle  and  so  generous,  so  devoid  it 
seemed  of  coarse  rude  ways — men  who  never  seemed 
guilty  of  an  unseemly  word  or  gesture,  from  whose 
lips  we  never  heard  one  word  unbecoming  gentlemen 
and  Christians — that  these  noble  heroes  should  not  be 
the  chosen  of  our  land,  but  rather  the  refuse — not  men 
trained  in  religion  and  virtue,  but  often  taken  from  the 
lowest  and  most  disorderly  of  the  population,  picked 
up  in  public-houses,  and  too  often  in  drunkenness. 
Comparing  these  men  to  others  more  happily  situated, 
who  had  been  shielded  and  sheltered,  who  had  been 
taught  much,  perhaps  spoken  much,  of  their  nearness 
to  God  and  to  Christ,  who  had  professed  high  things, 
and  been  mercifully  shielded  from  open  sin,  the  un- 
tutored, unprofessing  soldiers  seemed  practically  the 
better  Christians,  more  Christlike,  more  patient,  more 
humble,  more  unselfish.  It  recalled  to  us  the  many 
passages  in  Holy  Scripture,  where  the  publican,  the 
Sadducee,  and  the  Samaritan  are  preferred  to  the  high 
professing,  boasting  Pharisee.  No  doubt  the  best  and 
gentlest  side  of  their  character  was  called  out  in  their 
intercourse  with  their  nurses,  but  among  patients  in 
hospitals  at  home  I have  not  found  such  invariable 
patience  and  thankfulness.  Often  among  the  very 
lowest  I have  found  heroic  and  saintly  conduct/,  but 
here  it  was  the  rule,  almost,  if  not  quite,  without 
exception.  . ; * 

My  half  corridor  and  wards  held  about  sixty  patients 
when  quite  full,  as  it  was  the  whale  time  I was  there.. 
It  was  the  half  quarter  of  the  lower  range,  the  sixteenth 
of  the  whole  Hospital,  which  if  every  part  were  equally 
full  (which  I believe  was  the  case)  must  have  con- 
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tained  960  patients.*  I believe  the  number  at  times 
rose  to  i,ooo.  This  was  too  crowded  for  proper  ven- 
tilation. The  Barrack  Hospital' seemed  to  become 
gradually  more  crowded  than  the  General,  and  the  air 
more  tainted.  They  lay  close  to  each  other  on  each 
side  of  the  corridors,  leaving  merely  room  to  pass 
between.  I do  not  knowhow  many  this  vast  building 
contained.  One  might  walk  almost  miles  along  sick 
and^  dying  men.  The  whole  army  seemed  becoming 
victims  to  the  war,  or  rather  to  the  want  of  foresight 
and  arrangements  for  their  support  and  comfort,  to 
fatigue,  cold,  damp,  and  hunger.  “ Ah  ! ” said  one  of 
the  poor  sufferers,  “ the  pride  of  England  is  laid  low  ; 
she  has  sent  forth  the  dower  of  her  children,  the 
young,  the  brave,  and  the  beautiful,  and  she  will  never 
see  them  more.”  Looking  up  at  that  vast  prison- 
like building,  we  thought,  within  these  gloomy  walls 
lie  the  wreck  of  one  of  the  noblest  armies  Britain  ever 
sent  forth.  Here  where  they  landed  last  spring,  full 
of  health  and  spirits,  of  gaiety  and  hope,  and  danced 
and  sung  and  kept  holiday,  full  of  self-confidence, 
admired  by  the  natives  for  their  height,  fair  com- 
plexion, unlike  our  dark,  diminutive  allies  (who  did 
not  differ  in  size  or  complexion  much  from  the  Turks); 
here  within  a few  months  they  return — how  different, 
health  and  strength  for  ever  gone,  worn  out,  wasted, 

' dying,  and  after  a few  days  or  weeks  of  feeble  languish- 
ing here  they  were  laid  to  rest. 

But  most  of  my  patients  in  the  General  Hospital, 
at  least  of  the  wounded,  did  recover,  and  I trust 
are  now  safe  and  happy  at  home.  Only  one  of  my 
wounded  died  in  the  Hospital,  and  I afterwards  heard 
that  one  died  on  his  passage  home.  He  was  a brave 


* Sister  Mary  Aloysius  says,  in  her  Appendix,  that  the 
Scutari  Barracks  were  capable  of  holding  5,000  men,  and  that 
the  General  Hospital  held  2,000  men.  If  so,  I have  quite  under- 
calculated the  numbers. 
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little  lad,  Samuel  Gregg,  about  seventeen,  who  had  lost 
his  right  arm  and  left  hand  at  Inkerman.  He  was  a 
cheerful,  contented  boy,  and  never  lost  heart,  notwith- 
standing his  helpless,  handless  condition.  He  was' 
-slightly  framed,  and  seemed  of  delicate  constitution  ; 
but  his  two  stumps  healed  rapidly,  and  he  seemed  full 
of  youthful  buoyancy.  “ I’ll  be  all  right,”  he  used  to 
say,  “when  I get  to  my  mother.”  He  dictated  a 
letter  to  his  parents,  which  appeared  in  the  Times , 
telling  of  his  misfortune,  but  full  of  cheerful  hope 
and  spirit,  telling  them  not  to  be  anxious,  as  he  was 
doing  wonderfully,  and  hoped  soon  to  be  with  them. 
Of  course  he  was  very  helpless,  and  unable  to  feed 
himself.  A man  in  the  next  bed  was  equally  disabled. 
He  had  lost  one  arm,  the  other  was  completely  shat- 
tered. On  another  bed  near  lay  a lad  with  both  legs 
shot  through.  He  told  me  when  they  were  first 
examined  the  doctors  said  both  legs  must  come  off, 
and  were  preparing  to  remove  them  when  an  ambu- 
lance of  more  pressing  cases  came  up,  and  they  said 
his  legs  must  remain  as  they  were  for  the  present ; 
he  could  have  them  taken  off  at  Scutari  if  he  lived  to 
get  there.  He  not  only  did  so,  but  his  legs  were  so 
much  better  when  he  arrived  that  amputation  was 
considered  unnecessary  ; indeed,  though  stiff  and  lame 
for  life,  he  was  one  of  the  first  wounded  to  recover 
and  be  sent  home.  He  told  me  an  interesting  story 
of  his  enlisting  to  be  near  an  elder  brother  of  whom  he 
was  very*  fond. 

Sam  Gregg  was  never  down-hearted ; his  Com- 
panions in  the  Hospital  were  very  kind  to  him,,  and 
waited  on  him  and  fed  him.  It  was  very  touching  to 
see  the  maimed  waiting  on  and  helping  each  other. 
A man  of  the  47th,  who  was  severely  wounded  in  the 
thigh,  was  particularly  kind  to  Sam,  and  watched  him 
with  a sort  of  fatherly  interest.  This  man  was  from 
the  neighbourhood  of  Bristol,  and  was  about  thirty. 
He  was  well  educated,  and  told  me  that  he  and  some 
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others  clubbed  together  and  got  an  Italian  master 
when  they  were  quartered  in  Malta.  He  admired 
Miss  Nightingale,  and  used  to  ask  me  about  her.  “ Is 
it  not  beautiful,”  he  said,  “ to  hear  her  speak  Italian  ? ” 
Like  the  others,  his  heart  in  sickness  seemed-  to  yearn 
after  his  mother ; his  eyes  glistened  as  he  spoke  of 
her.  ‘‘  When  it  pleases  God  to  take  my  father,  won’t 
I do  my  duty  to  her,  and  make  her  comfortable?” 
Thinking  from  his  account  she  might  be  removed 
first,  I said,  in  that  case  I hoped  he  would  do  his 
duty  and  be  a comfort  to  his  father.  “ Oh  yes,”  he 
said,  “ but  I don’t  seem  to  think  so  much  of  him.  I 
do  hope  to  be  a comfort  to  my  mother.”  One  day 
this  poor  man  wished  to  give  Sam  some  bread  and 
butter  (butter  was  a great  treat,  being  seldom  seen  in 
the  wards),  but  the  poor  man  could  not  reach  it,  as  it 
lay  on  the  window-sill,  and  he  could  not  move,  and 
Sam  havingno  hands, could  only  stand  looking  wistfully 
at  it  No  one  else  was  near^but  seeing  the  difficulty 
from  a distance,  I fetched  the  bread  and  butter  and 
put  them  in  the  poor  lame  man’s  hands,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  spread  and  cut  it,  and  to  feed  his  poor 
helpless  young  friend.  The  men  used  to  tease  Sam 
in  a friendly  way,  and  he  always  took  it  pleasantly 
and  with  good  temper.  They  advised  him  to  marry, 
and  asked  how  he  would  put  on  his  bride’s  ring.  “ I’ll 
manage  it  some  way  if  necessary,”  he  said,  laughing ; 
“ but  I’ll  be  all  right  when  I get  home  to  my  mother.” 
He  never  reached  that  longed-for  home  and  mother. 
He  was  shipped  off  in  December,  and  went  in  high 
spirits,  promising  I should  hear  of  his  reaching  home. 
He  kept  his  promise.  When  dying,  he  asked  a com- 
rade to  write  and  tell,  me  of  his  death.  The  brave 
boy  died  at  sea,  and  rests  in  the  deep.  The  cause  of 
his  death  was  not  stated.  I fear  in  the  crowded  ship 
-he  would  not  have  the  attendance  his  helpless  state 
required.  He  was  a cheerful,  merry-hearted  lad, 
making  the  best  of  everything,  and  ready  to  enjoy  a 
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joke  even  against  himself.  He  told  me  that  at  home 
in  Derbyshire  he  went  regularly  to  Sunday  school  and 
church,  but  that  he  had  not  given  much  attention  to 
religion  since  he  joined  the  army.  I think  he  told 
me  that  the  day  he  underwent  his  double  operation  a 
Roman  Catholic  priest  spoke  kindly  to  him.  At  this 
time  I think  we  had  only  one  chaplain  belonging  to 
the  Church  of  England  in  the  General  Hospital.  Sam 
admired  the  devotion  of  the  Roman  Catholic  priests, 
though  regarding  the  value  of  their  ministrations  with 
strong  Protestant  feeling.  They  were  more  numerous 
than  our  chaplains,  and  seemed  very  zealous  in  dis- 
charge of  their  duties,  grave  and  polite  to  us.  They 
used  to  bow  and  say  “ God  bless  you  ! ” to  us  in  pass- 
ing in  the  passages  and  wards,  which  I felt  very  kind, 
and  unlike  the  conduct  of  the  Roman  ecclesiastics  I 
have  met  in  visiting  the  poor  cholera  patients  at  Ply- 
mouth in  England,  when  the  Roman  Catholic  bishop 
denounced  poor  dying  sufferers  for  allowing  usto  nurse 
them,  though  he  provided  no  one  else  to  do  it.  “ Shure, 
your  riverence,”  said  one  dying  man,  “ I thought  they 
were  true  Catholics.”  After  this  he  called  together C 
his  flock,  and  warned  them,  as  they  valued  their  eter- 
nal welfare,  to  avoid  and  reject  our  services.  One  or 
two  rebelled  and  remonstrated.  “If  these  good  people 
come  to  help  and  serve  us  when  every  one  else  for- 
sakes us,  we  cannot  promise  to  drive  them  away.” 
“If  you  prefer  a few  attentions  to  your  poor  perishing 
bodies  *to  your  soul's  eternal  happiness,  receive  them, 
but  if  not,  reject  them,”  was  his  last  command./ 

The  priests  at  Scutari  acted  more  kindly  apa  more 
wisely.  Some  of  the  Roman  Catholic  patients  seemed 
well  informed,  some  very  devout  and  prayerful,  some 
ignorant  and  careless.  One  poor  dying  man  showed 
me  a medal  the  priest  had  given  him.  He  said  : “ I 
am  what  is  called  a Roman  Catholic  ; I know  no 
better.  I would  as  soon  be  a Protestant  if  I knew 
how ; but  since  I have  been  ill,  I have  been  more 
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attentive  to  my  duties  than  I ever  was  before.”  And 
playing  with  his  medal,  he  added,  “ It  is  a very  pretty 
piece  of  gold.”  The  priest  entering  at  that  moment, 
asked  me  for  a string  to  fasten  the  medal  to  the  poor 
man’s  neck.  I produced  a bit  of  red  tape.  As  he 
put  it  on,  Sam  Gregg  whispered  to  me,  with  a smile, 
“ I don’t  think  much  of  that  gammon  ! What  good  can 
a medal  do  to  a dying  man  ? ” 

Towards  the  end  of  December  some  of  the  wounded 
recovered  so  far  as  to  be  sent  home,  and  were  suc- 
ceeded by  sick  and  dying  men  who  rapidly  made  way 
for  others.  Sometimes  one  bed  was  filled  and  emptied 
several  times  in  the  course  of  one  week,  men  being 
brought  in  merely  to  die.  One  Irish  dragoon,  called 
M‘Cabe,  recovered  about  this  time,  and  was  sent 
home.^  He  was  wounded  at  Balaclava  in  the  Heavy 
Cavalry  charge,  some  very  severe  ones  all  sword  or 
lance.  He  told  me,  he  thought  he  was  doing  such 
wonders,  he  remained  among  the  enemy  while  his 
companions  passed  on,  till  he  found  himself  alone 
among  them  and  surrounded.  Feeling  wounds  on  all 
sides,  he  said  he  offered  himself  up  to  God,  and  using  the 
spur,  knocked  down  two  of  the  crowd  round  him  and 
escaped,  his  sword  hand  almost  cut  off,  a deep  cut  on 
the  shoulder,  a lance  thrust  in  the  side,  another  cut 
across  the  face  injuring  the  cheek  bone  and  almost 
cutting  off  the  nose,  and  nine  smaller  cuts  and  thrusts. 
His  hand  was  the  worst ; it  got  into  a very  bad  state, 
and  was  disabled  for  life.  This  man  was  an  example  of 
quiet  patience,  letting  the  doctor  do  as  he  pleased  as 
to  cutting  and  probing  his  wounds,  even  the  one 
on  his  face,  without  shrinking.  He  said,  “ Won’t  I 
think  of  my  friends  the  Russians  when  I look  in  a 
looking-glass  as  long  as  I live  ! ” Sometimes  the  cries 
of  anguish  from  the  poor  men  (especially' when  the 
doctor  was  trying  to  remove  balls  left  in  the  wound) 
were  very  harrowing,  but  they  were  generally  sup- 
pressed, the  doctor  being  impatient  of  any  outcry,  and 
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giving  chloroform  for  severe  operations.  I have  seen 
young  fellows  flush  and  shed  tears  from  pain,  but 
without  cry  or  groan.  The  cries  from  some  parts  of 
the  Hospital  were  heartrending. 

The  patients  brought  in  during  December  were  in 
a very  bad  state — some  dying,  some  in  a state  of  filth 
no  words  can  describe,  miserable  skeletons  devoured 
by  lice.  One  day  one  such  sad  object  was  brought  in 
and  laid  on  the  floor  in  one  of  my  wards  while  the 
orderlies  came  to  ask  me  what  should  be  done.  Could 
he  bear  a bath?  I drew  near,  and  could  scarcely 
believe  the  thing  lying  on  the  ground  was  a human 
being,  much  less  a man  still  young,  and  as  one  of  his 
regiment  standing  by  told  me,  one  who  very  lately 
was  as  fine  looking  a young  man  as  ever  stepped. 
This  comrade  had  received  a wound  at  the  Alma,  and 
escaping  the  subsequent  hardship  of  the  camp,  was 
in  full  health.  He  looked  with  tears  on  his  poor 
comrade,  and  said,  “This  is  worse  than  any  battle, 
these  are  the  most  fearful  fruits  of  war.”  Seeing  the 
wretched  state  of  the  sick  and  frostbitten,  and  hearing  - 
of  the  sad  state  of  the  army,  the  wounded  saw  it  was 
well  they  had  escaped  the  hardships  and  miseries  of 
the  camp  before  Sebastopol.  Several  of  the  poor  men 
died  within  an  hour  of  their  arrival,  some  never  spoke. 
The  poor  man  to  whom  the  orderlies  called  my  atten- 
tion was  quite  sensible  and  could  speak  in  a hollow 
sepulchral  voice.  \ His  ragged  flannel  seemed  alive 
and  moving  with  lice,  he  was  caked  in  living  dirt,  his 
back  was  raw,  and  he  was  wasted  to  a skeletor {.  As 
he  was  too  exhausted  to  bear  a bath  we  cut  6ff  his 
flannel  shirt  and  had  him  lifted  on  his  bed,  and  then 
I washed  his  face  and  hands,  which  were  caked  and 
buried  in  filth  and  lice ; he  seemed  scarcely  able  to  - 
bear  even  this,  though  he  liked  it.  I then  fed  him 
with  a little  soup,  and  the  chaplain  came  and  prayed 
with  him.  He  and  several  of  the  same  shipload  died 
the  ensuing  night  These  deeply  diseased  and  dying 
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men  were  brought  in  and  laid  beside  poor  wounded 
men,  some  of  whom  were  peculiarly  susceptible  to 
depression  and  infection,  and  it  seemed  very  undesir- 
able for  them  to  be  subjected  to  such  scenes.  One 
young  lad  of  the  Rifles,  who  was  severely  wounded  in 
the  thigh  by  a shell,  and  lay  in  a very  depressed  and 
precarious  state,  had  the  bed  next  him  filled  by  a 
succession  of  dying  men.  A new  case  of  fearful 
disease  and  death  was  laid  beside  him  every  day,  and 
being  nervous  and  susceptible,  this  greatly  impeded 
his  recovery.  A noble  fellow  who  was  also  in  a very 
delicate  state  lay  on  the  other  side  of  these  dying  men, 
and  on  my  regretting  to  him  and  on  his  account  that 
such  cases  should  be  laid  beside  him,  he  answered, 
“ Oh ! it  is  painful  to  see  one’s  poor  comrades  in  such 
a state,  but  I should  be  a sorry  fellow  if  I were  not 
glad  to  see  them  brought  in  to  get  a little  care  and 
kindness  in  their  last  hours.” 

It  seems  strange  we  could'witness  such  scenes  and 
sufferings  calmly,  but  to  us  as  to  the  poor  sufferers 
there  seemed  granted  a calm  and  quiet  temper  and  a 
sort  of  stunned  feeling,  for  had  we  realised  all  their 
sad  sufferings,  all  their  bright  hopes  and  young  lives, 
all  the  love  and  care  of  wives  and  mothers  all  quenched 
in  misery  and  death,  we  could  not  have  borne  it.  We 
saw  there  what  noble  children  our  country  could 
produce — noble  in  appearance,  in  character,  and  in 
conduct ; and  we  saw  them  crushed  to  death  by  cruel 
improvidence  and  neglect. 

One  night  I found  a fine-looking  Irishman  who  had 
lately  arrived  sitting  up  in  bed  with  oppressed  and 
labouring  breath,  evidentlysuffering  from  inflammation 
of  the  chest.  As  thedoctors  in  their  evening  rounds 
did  not  generally  examine  minutely  each  case  as  in  the 
morning,  but  only  attended  to  those  they  were  anxious 
about,  passing  the  others  quickly  in  the  dark,  I sent 
to  beg  his  attention  to  this  man,  and  he  came  and 
ordered  a blister.  The  poor  man  seemed  suffering 
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and  in  distress,  and  thinking  he  would  die,  he  asked 
me  to  take  charge  of  five  sovereigns  he  had  by  him, 
and  to  take  his  directions  as  to  their  disposal  and  as 
to  other  money.  I did  so  rather  unwillingly,  feeling 
my  health  and  life  so  uncertain,  and  that  they  might 
give  way  any  day,  as  indeed  did  occur  as  regards 
health,  for  before  his  recovery  I became  so  ill  of  fever 
that  my  death  was  expected,  and  I was  quite  deaf 
and  almost  insensible.  However,  he  expressed  no 
anxiety  and  made  no  inquiry,  till  on  my  recovery  I 
remembered  his  trust  and  sent  it  to  him.  About  this 
time  the  only  death  among  my  wounded  occurred.  A 
much  larger  proportion  both  of  sick  and  of  wounded 
died  in  the  adjoining  wards,  which  I attributed  chiefly 
to  their  having  frequent  change  of  doctor,  no  female 
nurse,  and  very  young  and  careless  orderlies.  As  they 
carried  their  dead  through  our  corridor  I have  heard 
my  men  say  : “ What  do  you  fellows  do  down  there 
to  get  rid  of  your  patients  so  fast?  I doubt  you  don’t 
give  them  fair  play.”  Certainly  we  had  the  same 
doctor  almost  all  the  time  I was  there,  and  he  was 
careful,  skilful,  and  most  attentive  to  diet. 

The  young  wounded  man  who  died  was  George 
Nicol  of  the  Grenadier  Guards.  He  was  of  a very 
large  frame,  yet  had  a delicately  fair  complexion. 
His  wound  did  not  seem  severe,  it  was  in  the  heel  of 
his  foot,  and  it  healed  well  and  closed  up.  I think 
this  too  rapid  healing  caused  his  death,  resulting  in 
blood-poisoning  or'  pyemia.  About  a fortnight  before 
his  death,  when  apparently  doing  well,  he  told  fne  he 
was  dying,  and  begged  me  to  take  charge  of  his  watch 
and  money  to  send  home  to  his  little  brother  Benja- 
min. I told  him  I thought  he  would  recover,  but  on 
his  earnest  entreaties  I took  the^watch  (which  was  a 
Russian  one),  and  gave  it  to  Miss  Nightingale’s  care. 
At  this  time  he  had  fits  of  ague,  but  otherwise  he 
seemed  pretty  well.  His  appetite,  however,  was  poor, 
and  he  took  little  but  the  arrowroot  I made  for  him 
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with  egg  and  milk,  which  he  liked,  and  used  to  watch 
for,  saying  to  me,  “ I watch  and  long  for  you  as  a cat 
for  a mouse.  A day  before  his  death  I saw  him  put 
his  money  in  a little*  bag  and  fasten  it  round  his  neck. 
On  the  same  day  and  about  the  same  hour  a colour- 
sergeant  of  the  Scots  Greys  died.  After  George 
Nicol’s  death  I asked  the  orderly  about  his  money, 
but  as  I could  not  hear  of  it,  and  he  had  begged  me 
to  see  it  was  sent  to  his  brother,  meeting  the  chap- 
lain I mentioned  the  circumstance  to  him,  and  on  his 
insisting  the  orderly  produced  it,  but  in  many  cases  I 
fear  the  dead  and  dying  were  robbed. 

Great  numbers  now  came  in  dying ; some  rallied 
for  a little,  and  then  sunk  suddenly,  their  feet  turning 
black  some  time  before  death ; others  never  rallied, 
but  sunk  at  once.  Several  were  very  fine  looking 
young  men  of  the  Guards  and  Cavalry,,  others  quite 
young  lads  frost-bitten  and  diarrhoea  cases,  some  so 
worn-out,  miserable,  and  filthy  as  to  have  lost  all 
traces  of  manhood,  even  of  humanity.  When  we  first 
came  most  of  the  patients  in  the  Barrack  Hospital 
still  wore  their  military  regimental  cap,  and  their  pale, 
ghastly,  wasted  faces  under  the  warlike  head-dress  had 
a strange  weird  effect.  When  death  was  evidently 
approaching,  they  so  often  said  they  felt  so  easy  and 
so  much  better,  that  such  feelings  and  expressions 
seemed  to  us  to  forebode  the  nearness  of  the  end. 

One  little  lad  lingered  long.  The  doctor  said  to  me 
one  day,  “ I can  do  nothing  for  him — medicine  seems 
of  no  use  ; do  you  give  him  frequently  a little  beef-tea.” 
I did  so,  feeding  him  every  few  hours.  The  next  day 
the  doctor  said  he  was  better,  and  desired  me  to  con- 
tinue. I did  so  with  good  effect,  though  he  occasion- 
ally relapsed,  and  I heard  that  sooa  after  I was  taken 
ill  he  died.  His  name  was  Joe  Martin.  Though  not 
an  engaging  lad  in  look  or  manner,  he  was,  I trust,  a 
good  one.  One  night  I found  him  weeping  bitterly, 
and  trying  to  comfort  him,  he  sobbed  out,  “ I’m  going 
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to  die,  and  my  father  and  mother  did  love  me  so.” 
Another  evening  I spoke  to  him,  and  receiving  no 
answer,  repeated  my  question,  when  I saw  he  was 
_ engaged  with  a prayer-book  ; he  only  raised  his  eyes, 
gave  me  a glance  of  reproof,  and  continued  reading. 
In  a few  seconds,  having  finished,  he  quietly  shut  his 
book  and  answered.  He  was  very  fond  of  sewing, 
patching,  &c.,  and  used  to  show  me  his  performances 
with  childlike  pleasure. 

Some  of  the  patients  were  very  ignorant,  especially 
some  Irish  and  English  ; others,  on  the  contrary,  were 
well  informed,  and  in  education  and  general  informa- 
tion seemed  much  above  the  average  of  civilians  in 
their  rank.  Many  were  in  language  and  manner 
gentlemen,  and  none  were  boorish  except  a few 
evidently  raw  recruits.  The  orderly  the  doctor  as- 
signed to  me  was  of  this  class — an  English  plough- 
boy,  with  heavy  horny  hands  from  which  the  wounded 
used  to  shrink.  He  used  to  fetch  and  empty  my 
water,  and  was  fonder  of  pawing  wounded  limbs 
than  their  owners  approved.  “ Keep  your  hands  _off  ; 
they  are  like  a pound  of  lead,”  they  would  say.  He 
was,  however,  good-natured,  patient,  and  attentive. 
There  was  great  variety  of  character  among  the 
patients — the  heavy  clumsy  English  plough  boy,  the 
sharp  street-bred  London  boy,  the  canny  cautious 
Scot,  the  irresistibly  amusing  Irishman  with  his 
brogue  and  bulls.;  Certainly  estimable  as  they  are, 
the  Scotch  were  in  general  the  least  attractive  patients 
— silent,  grave,  cold,  and  cautious,  they  were  i^ot  so 
winning  as  the  Irish,  with  their  quick  feeling  and 
ready  wit  / 

u But  ne’er  in  battlefield  throbs  heart  more  brave 
Than  that  which  beats  beneath  the  Scottish  plaid.” 

So  says  their  great  fellow-countryman,  and  many  a 
battlefield  proves  the  truth  of  his  words.  In  the  Hos- 
pital it  was  impossible  to  say  which  excelled  in  virtue. 
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All  behaved  nobly.  One  might  be  pleasanter  and 
more  amusing  than  another,  one  more  or  less  sensitive 
than  another,  but  all  % were  brave,  patient,  noble,  grate- 
ful, and  generous.  There  was  no  strict  type  of 
national  character.  We  had  rough  ignorant  Scots, 
others  well  educated  and  well  read  ; English  boors  and 
English  gentlemen  ; Irish  lads  scarcely  able  to  express 
themselves  in  English,  and  Irish  veterans  who  spoke 
with  fluency  and  eloquence.  There  were  in  my  part 
several  men  of  the  Scots  Greys,  and  also  of  the  42nd 
and  93rd,  fine  noble  men,  who  had  fought  bravely  and 
suffered  patiently.  The  wife  of  one  of  the  42nd  had 
followed  her  husband.  She  seemed  a very  respectable 
woman,  but  the  position  of  the  poor  wives  was  most 
uncomfortable — good  and  bad  seemed  huddled  to- 
gether, and  some  were  very  bad,  so  that  I heard  many 
were  ordered  home,  and  some  into  confinement  till 
they  could  be  shipped  off. . Those  who  were  clever  and 
industrious  as  well  as  respectable  could  earn  a good 
deal,  unless  (as  was  generally  the  case)  they  had  a 
young  and  sickly  baby  to  attend  to.  One  afternoon 
early  in  December  the  Duke  of  Cambridge  visited 
both  Hospitals.  As  he  passed,  along  with  a number  of 
officers,  Murphy  made  bold  to  address  him,  “ I thank 
God  I see  your  Royal  Highness  so  well.”  The  Duke 
inquired  into  his  regiment,  his  wounds,  &c.,  ending, 
according  to  Murphy,  by  saying  he  was  “ a fine- 
looking  fellow.”  A little  further  on  the  Duke  noticed 
Aslett,  and  a fresh  patient  next  him,  who  had  been 
brought  in  that  day,  and  whom  the  Turks  with  cruel 
carelessness  had  thrown  out  of  his  stretcher  on  the 
stone  pier,  and  so  very  much  smashed  and  disfigured 
his  face.  He  was  a sad  object  Dirt,  exposure,  and 
disease  had  wasted  and  disfigured  his  face  and  form, 
and  this  finishing  stroke  of  his  bearers  smashed  it ; 
but  like  the  others  no  sense  of  injury  seemed  to 
possess  his  heart — grateful  for  every  kind  word  or  act, 
however  unavailing,  not  even  this  rough  unfeeling 
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treatment  seemed  to  have  power  to  irritate  him.  The 
Duke,  however,  was  indignant.  He  asked  how  the 
poor  fellow  came  by  that  face,  and  hearing  how  it  was, 
he  relieved  his  feelings  by  committing  the  Turks  to 
perdition.  This  poor  man  died  a few  days  after.  He 
had  a complication  of  diseases,  dysentery  and  scurvy, 
and  the  remedies  for  scurvy  seemed  to  aggravate  his 
other  disorder  and  accelerate  death.  On  first  arriving 
he  was  ravenously  hungry  and  anxious  for  food, 
saying  he  had  little  or  nothing  on  board  ship. 
They  had  no  regular  diet  till  the  third  day  after 
their  arrival,  though  we  were  often  allowed  to 
supply  those  who  wanted  it  with  broth  or  arrow- 
root  soon  after  they  were  got  to  bed.  But  on  this 
poor  man  expressing  hunger,  " and  nothing  being 
ready,  Aslett  in  the  next  bed  offered  him  all  that  was 
left  of  his  bread,  knowing  no  more  could  be  had  till 
next  day.  He  devoured  it  ravenously,  dry  and  sour  as 
it  was,  and  looked  round  for  more.  _ Presently  I got 
him  a little  arrowroot  Aslett  took  a tender  interest 
in  him,  as  he  did  in  all  his  fellow-sufferers,  especially 
those  who  were  most  weak  and  suffering.  Next 
morning,  about  the  time  for  arrowroot,  Aslett  said  to 
me,  u Perhaps  my  arrowroot  will  do  him  good,”  and 
began  to  ask  anxiously  if  it  were  coming.  The  orderly 
got  cross,  and  grumbled  at  his  persistent  inquiries, 
“ Can’t  you  be  quiet,  ye  glutton  ; do  you  think  a fellow 
has  nothing  to  do  but  fetch  and  carry  for  you  ? ” 
Aslett  made  no  anwer,  but  seeing  his  flushed  anxious 
face  and  tearful  eye,  I said  to  the  orderly,  “ Don’t/speak 
so  sharply ; Aslett  does  not  want  the  arrowroot  for  him- 
self, but  for  the  poor  man  next  him.”  As  soon-  as  the 
arrowroot  came,  Aslett  gave  it  to  me,  and  also  some  of 
his  wine,  and  I mixed  them,  ancjHed  his  poor  friend, 
he  looking  on  with  benevolent  satisfaction.  From  his 
good  appetite  I had  some  hopes  of  this  poor  man’s 
recovery,  but  about  the  fourth  dayTie  began  to  sink. 
I used  to  feed  him ; indeed,  unless  I -did  so,  those 
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weak  as  he  was  were  little  benefited  by  their  food. 
The  orderly  threw  down  the  food,  or  laid  it  carelessly 
perhaps  out  of  reach  and  out  of  sight  of  the  patient, 
and  if  he  was  too  weak  or  too  languid  to  feed  himself, 
there  it  lay  till  the  orderly  came  again  to  remove  it. 
They  would  not  think  it  necessary  to  feed  any,  except 
the  few-who  had  both  arms  disabled,  and  some  of  the 
other  nurses  told  me  that  in  their  wards,  even  when 
the  orderlies  were  kind  and  wished  to  feed  those  too 
ill  to  feed  themselves,  they  did  not  know  how  to  pro- 
ceed ; they  crammed  them  instead  of  giving  a little 
at  a time,  and  they  had  no  idea  of  making  the 
food  palatable  by  little  changes.  This  poor  man’s 
last  words  to  me  were,  “God  Almighty  bless,  and 
reward  you  for  all  you  have  done  for  me.”  I had 
done  so  little  for  him,  poor  dear  fellow,  and  had  so 
often  pained  him  in  putting  food  into  his  cut  and 
bruised  lips  and  mouth,  that  I said  involuntarily,  “ Oh 
no,”  and  then  was  sorry,  as  he  seemed  vexed  and 
perplexed.  Aslett  was  ever  alive  to  the  wants  and 
sufferings  of  his  companions,  and  anxious  for  their 
relief,  and  so  unostentatious  in  his  kindness  and 
generosity,"!  think  no  one  knew  of  it  but  me.  He 
was  also  modest  and  delicate  as  to  his  own  wants  and 
sufferings.  He  told  me  the  wounds  and  bedsores  I 
dressed  healed  faster  than  those  the  orderly  did  for 
him,  but  when  on  hearing  this  I offered  to  do  them 
all  for  him,  he  coloured  and  said,  “No,  thank  you,  I 
had  rather  not,  thank  you  all  the  same,”  so  that  I 
could  not  press  it.  One  afternoon  the  chaplain  came 
into  my  ward  and  asked  me  to  go  to  a distant  part 
of  the  Hospital  to  attend  to  a patient  who  was  in  great 
need  of  a nurse.  I hesitated  a moment,  as  my  part 
had  been  assigned  to  me,  and  I was  not  at  liberty 
to  go  to  any  other  part  of  the  Hospital,  as  Miss 
Nightingale  had  given  each  division  in  charge  to 
a particular  nurse,  except  one  part,  the  doctor  of 
which  disliked  and  objected  to  female  nurses.  So  I 
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mentioned  this  to  the  chaplain,  who  seemed  vexed  at 
any  demur,  though  I said  if  the  patient  were  in  the 
part  assigned  to  no  nurse,  and  was  in  extreme  dis- 
tress, I was  willing  to  incur  the  risk  of  blame  and  go. 
He  asked  who  had  command  of  the  nurses  in  this 
Hospital.  I said,  I know  of  no  one  in  command  but 
Miss  Nightingale.  He  gave  me  the  poor  man’s  name 
and  direction,  and  I promised  it  should  be  attended 
to.  I then  went  into  the  next  ward  and  mentioned 
the  circumstance  to  the  lady  in  charge,  who  happened 
to  be  Sister  Jean  de  Chan  tel.  On  telling  her  I had 
said  no  one  was  in  command  but  Miss  Nightingale. 
She  immediately  said,  “ Sister  Mary  de  Gonzaga  has 
the  command  in  this  Hospital/'  I answered,  “ I was 
not  aware  of  that;  I was  never  told  so.  At  all  events 
she  is  not  here  to-day.  So  we  agreed  to  go  together, 
and  that  if  the  poor  patient  were  a Roman  Catholic 
she  should  attend  to  his  wants  ; if  not,  I should.  He 
proved  not  a Roman  Catholic,  and  I did  what  I could 
for  him.  About  this  time  I was  called  to  read  and 
pray  with  a dying  man  anxious  to  be  prayed  with. 
After  doing  so,  the  poor  fellow  thanked  me,  and 
pressed  on  me  some  of  his  wine  as  a reward,  saying, 
“ It  is  very  good,  and  I am  sure  you  have  made  a 
beautiful  prayer.”  Of  course  no  difference  as  to  the 
patient’s  faith  was  made . with  regard  to  dressing 
wounds,  &c.,  and  I am  not  aware  of  the  patients  having 
any  scruple  or  choice  as  to  their  nurse’s  faith.  Some 
(of  the  Scotch  especially)  might  feel  a little  antipathy 
to  the  dress  of  the  nuns,  associated  as  it  was  inf  their 
minds  with  Romanism,  and  some  of  the  Irish  might 
perhaps  prefer  them,  but  in  general  I know  the 
gentle  cheerful  manner  of  the  nuns  overcame  all  such 
antipathy,  while  I and  the  othm*  Anglicans  found 
their  favourite  and  most  affectionately  grateful  patients 
among  the  Irish  and  Roman  Catholics.  But  I had  a 
feeling  of  national  and  ecclesiastical  independence 
that  I would  rather  not  be  under  command  of  a 
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Roman  Catholic  nun,  and  on  relating  this  circumstance 
to  Miss  Nightingale,  I expressed  the  feeling  that  how- 
ever I might  personally  respect  and  admire  the  nuns, 

I had  reasons  for  wishing  not  to  be  under  their  com- 
mand or  direction.  Miss  N.  explained  that  I was  not  ' 
to  consider  myself  in  any  way  under  the  command  of 
^ Sister  M.  de  G.,  but  was  to  consult  her,  i.e.,  Miss  N., 
alone  in  any  difficulty,  and  that  the  charge  given  to 
-Sister  M.  related  only  to  the  outward  conduct  of  the 
nurses,  and  not  to  us.  Sister  M.  was  inclined  to  take 
rather  more  authority  than  this,  though  on  the  whole 
she  exercised  it  with  gentleness  and  wisdom,  and  was 
very  considerate  and  yielding. 

The  fresh  walk  between  the  Hospitals  I felt  very 
conducive  to  health,  and  for  the  first  two  months  at 
Scutari  I felt  more  than  usually  well;  the  air  seemed 
bracing,  and  though  the  food  was  far  from  tempting, 

I always  felt  ready  for  it,  and  able  to  manage  it.  We 
used  to  set  out  about  8.30  A.M.,  and  return  at  1 P.M. 
In  the  afternoon  we  went  at  two  and  returned  at  five, 
when  we  had  tea,  after  which  I accompanied  Sister 
Elizabeth,  who  was  again  employed  in  the  Barrack 
Hospital  under  Mr  Maclean.  Miss  Langston,  Harriet 
Erskine,  and  Clara  continued  in  the  Barrack  Hospital, 
where  the  sick  were  accumulating  in  great  numbers ; 
indeed,  but  for  the  rapid  transfer  from  the  Hospital 
to  the  Cemetery,  there  would  have  been  no  room 
even  in  that  vast  pile  of  building  for  the  shiploads 
of  sick  coming  daily  across  the  Black  Sea.  That 
sea  itself  became  the  grave  of  thousands.  Some- 
times on  account  of  the  Hospitals  being  full,  and 
of  the  difficulties  in  landing,  these  sad  cargoes  lay 
on  board  ship  for  days  after  reaching  Scutari ; of 
course  numbers  being  daily  thrown  overboard,  and 
thus  lessening  the  difficulty  in  accommodating  those 
who  survived.  Seeing  the  state  of  filth  and  neglect 
these  poor  men  were  in  when  landed,  hearing  how 
often  they  had  implored  in  vain  for  a cup  of  water, 
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of  the  relief  and  comfort  the  presence  of  some 
soldiers’  wives  had  given  in  one  ship,  and  these  men 
saying  they  owed  their  lives  to  their  ministrations, 
made  me  long  for  some  organised  plan  for  supplying 
the  transports  with  female  nurses,  but  at  that  time  it 
was  impossible.  I hope  our  country  may  yet  procure 
women  capable  of  such  trust  and  training.  Why, 
when  our  countrywomen  as  individuals  equal  those  of 
any  nation,  should  they  be  incapable  of  forming  a 
society  such  as  the  French  Sisters  of  Charity  or  the 
German  Deaconesses? 

Sister  Bertha,  Margaret,  and  I continued  to  be 
employed  in  the  General  Hospital.  As  the  wounded 
went  home  they  were  succeeded  by  sick,  and  on  this 
account,  and  also  because  a body  of  young  men  called 
dressers  appeared  on  the  stage,  we  had  fewer  wounds 
to  dress,  but  we  found  no  want  of  employment. 
During  the  afternoon  the  work  was  lighter,  feeding 
some  of  the  weaker  ones,  reading  to  or  oftener  writing 
for  others,  and  doing  many  other  little  nameless  offices 
as  required.  It  was  the  orderly’s  duty  to  do  all 
the  heaviest  part  of  nursing — lifting  the  men,  making 
the  beds  (which  was  not  often  performed),  bringing 
up  the  food,  carrying  away  and  washing  up— also 
washing  and  cleaning  those  disabled  or  too  weak  to 
do  it  themselves  ; but  this  was  much  neglected,  and  I 
used  to  do  it  rather  than  insist  on  the  rough  un- 
willing services  of  the  orderly.  In  the  evening  Sister 
Elizabeth  allowed  me  to  help  her  in  carrying  night 
drinks  to  her  sick,  and  to  accompany  her  on  her  rounds. 

At  this  time  she  was  not  quite  happy  from  think- 
ing Miss  Nightingale  was  not  satisfied  with  her,  which 
was,  I fear,  in  a measure  true.  Sister  E.  was  ardent, 
impulsive, excitable,  and  over-anxious, and  though  Miss 
Nightingale  appreciated  some  of  her  good  qualities, 
she  did  not  know  her  previously  so  ^as  to  value  her 
fully,  and  her  impatience,  enthusiasm,  and  want  of 
caution  made  her  troublesome. 
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Talleyrand’s  words,  “ surtout  point  de  zele,”  seemed 
a ruling  maxim  in  high  quarters,  and  the  nuns,  sisters, 
and  nurses  being  suspected  of  this  capital  crime  I 
believe  Miss  N.  ha'd  difficulty  in  holding  out  and 
preventing  the  whole  body  being  condemned  and 
dismissed  en  masse  ion  indiscretion  and  “trop  de  zele.” 
Some  one  at  least  must  be  sacrificed,  “pour  encourager 
les,  autres,”  and  Sister  Elizabeth  was  the  chosen  victim 
—generous,  brave,  noble,  unselfish  Sister  Elizabeth. 
When  we  first  came  and  found  the  men  so  suffering 
and  in  want  of  common  necessaries,  she  wrote  to 
a relative  detailing  the  wants  and  sufferings  of  the 
patients,  and  begging  for  comforts  for  them.  This 
letter  her  relative  sent  to  the  Times,  and  it  seemed  a 
prelude  or  keynote  to  the  chorus  of  complaint  that 
soon  rang  through  England  and  roused  popular  in- 
dignation against  Government  and  the  conductors  of 
the  war  against  all  in  authority — for  evils  which  it 
were  scarcely  in  their  power  to  foresee  or  prevent  The 
heads  of  management  or  of  mismanagement  at  Scutari, 
seeing  this  letter,  inquired  as  to  the  writer,  and  required 
that  she  should  be  subjected  to  examination.  So 
poor  Sister  E.,  with  her  honest,  generous,  trusting 
heart  and  incautious  tongue,  was  placed  before  three 
doctors  and  a lawyer  to  be  examined  as  to  the  truth 
of  her  letter.  She  had  no  copy  of  her  letter,  was 
' never  told  what  misstatements  she  was  accused  of,  and 
was  wholly  unprepared  for  this  trial.  Few  people,  I 
think,  writing  in  the  midst  of  exciting  and  heart- 
rending scenes,  would  be  able,  after  seven  or  eight 
weeks  passed  in  active  work,  in  the  midst  of  interesting 
and  exciting  scenes,  to  remember  distinctly  and  relate 
without  discrepancy^ minute  facts  and  events.  To  do 
so,  would  prove  almost  miraculous  powers  of  memory  ; 
not  to  do  so,  prove  nothing  but  the  existence  of  human 
infirmity.  But  these  gentlemen  decided  otherwise, 
they  pronounced  her  letter  incorrect  and  contradictory 
to  her  verbal  evidence,  and  therefore  that  she  was 
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an  untruthful,  prevaricating  person,  who  ought  to  be 
dismissed.  I felt  this  a most  unjust  and  ungentlemanly 
proceeding,  still  more  so  when  the  very  next  day  she 
was  ordered  on  board  ship  to  return  to  England.  On 
-the  evening  of  the  23rd  December  she  was  condemned, 
that  very  evening  I accompanied  her  round  her  wards 
for  the  last  time,  and  on  the  24th,  Christmas  Eve,  she 
was  sent  on  board  ship.  It  was  a sudden  and  over- 
whelming sorrow  to  our  party,  and  to  me  especially. 
Clara  was  also  ordered  home  and  obeyed  with  the 
utmost  good-humoured  alacrity.  I suppose  it  was 
the  state  of  her  hands  caused  her  dismissal,  they 
certainly  disqualified  her  in  great  measure  for  nursing. 
Sister  Elizabeth’s  removal  we  all  felt  as  at  once  a 
grief  and  an  insult  Loving  and-  admiring  Sister  E. 
at  all  times,  I loved  and  admired  her  far  more  for 
the  Christian  temper  she  showed  under  reproach  and 
wrong.  We  were  indignant,  but  she  refused  to  join 
in  blaming  any  one ; she  only  regretted  leaving  her 
patients,  and  having  caused  trouble  and  annoyance 
to  Miss  Nightingale.  But  her  generous  unselfish 
conduct  increased  my  indignation  and  grief  that  one 
so  valuable  and  so  noble  should  be  accused  of  and 
condemned  for  that  of  which  she  was  utterly  incapable. 
To  be  deprived  of  her  whose  society  I felt  as  my 
greatest  happiness  and  comfort,  whose  presence  I had 
hoped  for  as  my  greatest  earthly  comfort  if  God 
pleased  to  send  me  sickness  and  death  in  that  distant 
land,  to  lose  her  anyhow  I felt  a sore  trial,  but  that 
she,  the  noblest  and  best,  should  go  in  disgrace^  was 
almost  more  than  I could  bear.  They  wished  also  to 
make  her  confess  herself  guilty  of  untruth,  threatening 
her  with  penal  consequences  if  not  doing  so ; but  in  this 
she  was  firm,  utterly  refusing  to  sign  some  confession 
laid  before  her,  saying  she  could  not  truthfully  say  she 
was  conscious  of  untruth,  whatever  might  be  the  con- 
sequences of  her  refusing  to  do  so.  "T  asked  leave  to 
see  her  embark,  and  on  reaching  the  little  pier  we 
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found  the  five  white  Norwood  nuns  and  two  nurses 
who  were  being  sent  home  for  different  reasons.  It 
was  a dark,  wet,  stormy  evening  as  we  stood  on  the 
little  rough  pier  waiting  for  the  boat,  wet  and  cold 
and  sad.  At  last  it  came,  and  they  embarked  on  the 
stormy  sea,  and  I turned  towards  our  quarters,  alone, 
sick  at  heart  and  desolate,  and  from  that  time  I never 
felt  quite  well.  It  was  a sad  Christmas  to  us  all. 
We  received  Holy  Communion,  and  in  the  evening  I 
went  down  to  Sister  E.’s.  wards  to  do  a few  com- 
missions for  her,  and  wrrote  for  one  of  her  men,  a 
fine-spirited  lad  who  after  detailing  in  his  letter  the 
hardships  he  had  endured,  and  the  wounds  he  had 
received,  ended  by  saying  the  only  things  he  wanted 
now  were  a little  tobacco,  and  that  his  wounds  would 
heal  quickly  and  let  him  back  to  his  duty  before 
Sebastopol,  before  it  fell.  I could  not  tell  the  men 
Sister  Elizabeth  was  gone,  so  I left  them  in  ignorance, 
but  I told  Mr  Maclean,- who  seemed  indignant.* 
He  was  suffering  himself  from  injustice  on  the 


* The  death_of  Surgeon- General  MacLean,  which  took  place 
at  Thurso'  yesterday  morning  very  suddenly,  will  be  sincerely 
mourned  not  only  in  Caithness,  where  he  was  widely  known 
and  highly  esteemed  for  his  kindly  generosity,  but  by  Caithness 
men  all  the  world  over.  In  1853,  when  quite  a young  man,  Dr 
MacLean,  through  the  influence  of  the  late  Sir  George  Sinclair, 
received  an  appointment  in  the  army,  and  in  the  following  year 
he  accompanied  the  Highland  Brigade  to  the  Crimea,  where, 
attached  to  the  42nd  Highlanders,  he  remained  until  the  close 
of  the  war.  Dr  MacLean  also  served  through  the  Indian 
Mutiny,  during  which  he  formed  a close  friendship  with  the  late 
Lord  Clyde,  of  whom  he  always  spoke  in  the  highest  terms.  In 
politics  the  deceased  was  an  advanced  Radical,  and  took  a 
prominent  part  in  the-crofters’  agitation,  and  in  reform  of  the 
land  laws  generally.  In  local  matters,  especially  those  con- 
nected  with  Thurso,  he  took  a warm  interest,  and  was  for  some 
years  a member  of  the  Thurso  School  Board,  and  also  a County 
Councillor.  Surgeon-General  MacLean  was  predeceased  by 
his  wife  a few  months  ago,  and  he  leaves  no  family. — From 
Scotsman , Friday,  17th  or  25th  February,  1898. 
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part  of  his  superiors,  and  we  agreed  this  should  teach 
us  to  look  above  earthly  superiors.  I saw  no  more 
of  this  excellent  devoted  young  man.  He  asked 
me  to  express  to  Sister  Elizabeth  his  grateful  sense 
of  the  value  of  her  services,  and  his  regret  for  their 
loss,  and  said  he  wished  to  write  himself.  I think  he  was 
from  Edinburgh,  and  had  been  a pupil  of  Dr  Richard 
Mackenzie,*  of  whom  he  spoke  with  enthusiastic 
affection  and  admiration.  I asked  if  he  knew  him. 
“ Knew  him  ! ” he  said,  “ I think  I did  ; his  death  is 
the  greatest  loss  we  have  had,  the  greatest  misfortune.” 
“ A warm  bath  might  have  saved  him,  Mackenzie  said 
so  himself.”  “ When  we  were  encamped  in  Bulgaria, 
Mackenzie  came  into  my  tent  one  night  and  said  to 
me,  ‘ Maclean,  if  I live  to  return  I will  strive  to  have 
some  change  in  the  management  of  medical  affairs  in 
the  army/”  It  had  long  been  proposed  to  send  a 
party  to  reside  in  the  General  Hospital,  but  I believe 
there  was  a difficulty  as  to  which  lady  was  to  be 
placed  at  the  head.  Miss  Nightingale  at  one  time 
fixed  on  Sister  Elizabeth,  but  Sister  E.  mentioned 
the  plan  to  Dr  M.,  who  expressed  his  regret  that 
she  should  leave  the  Barracks,  on  which  she  said 
it  was  not  her  wish  to  go,  as  she  would  regret 
leaving  her  patients.  On  which  Dr  M.  repeated  to 
Miss  N.  his  wish  that  she  should  remain  at  the 
Barracks,  alleging  that  Sister  E.  did  not  wish  to  go. 
Miss  N.  asked  me  if  I were  willing  to  go  to  live  at  the 
General  Hospital  if  our  party  were  divided,  some 
remaining  where  they  were.  I said  I was  willing  to 


* Dr  R.  Mackenzie  died  of  cholera  in  the  camp  just  after 
the  battle  of  Alma.  He  had  many  operations,  and  returning  to 
his  tent  could,  I think,  get  only  a little  salt  fish  for  supper.  The 
pangs  of  cholera  came  on,  he  said  “ a warm  bath  might  save 
me.”  Sir  Colin  Campbell,  afterwards  Lord  -Clyde,  had  ordered 
“all  lights  out,” but  hearing  Dr  R.  Mackenzie  had  cholera,  said, 
of  course  he  might  have  a light  in  his  tent. 
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- go  where  she  thought  it  desirable.  A short  time  after 
this,  two  nuns,  a nurse,  and  I were  detained  at  the 
General  Hospital  till  it  grew  dark,  and  we  found  our 
charioteer,  tired  of  waiting,  had  gone  home  and  left 
us.  It  was  a snowy,  stormy  night,  and  the  elder 
-----  nun,  dreading  to  go  home  in  the  dark,  applied  to 
Dr  O’.,  the  chief  doctor  at  the  General  Hospital, 
who  begged  us  to  remain,  and  said  he  would  do  all 
in  his  power  to  make  us  comfortable,  and  send  a 
messenger  to  the  Barracks  to  account  for  our  non- 
appearance,  and  prevent  any  anxiety  as  to  our  fate. 
Then  we  set  to  work  to  make  ourselves  comfortable 
by  lighting  a charcoal  brazier,  which  produced  more 
smoke  than  heat,  but  we  sat  round  it  till  we  vanished 
from  each  other  in  a thick  mist.  In  time,  however,  it 
dispersed,  the  fire  burnt,  and  we  set  ourselves  to 
make  tea  at  a little  round  table  with  tea  equipage 
and  food  the  doctor  kindly  sent  us.  He  then  came 
to  see  if  we  were  comfortable,  and  to  see  how  many 
stretchers  he  should  sencf^  which  rather  amused  the 
younger  nun,  as  that  term  was  generally  applied  to 
the  litter  for  removing  the  dead.  “We  hope  to  need  . 
no  stretchers  just  yet,”  she  said,  “ but  will  be  thankful 
for  bedding  for  four.”  The  poor  nurse  who  was  with 
us  came  with  Miss  Stanley.  Her  husband  was  a 
soldier  in  the  Grenadier  Guards,  and  was  brought  a 
patient  into  the  Hospital  about  the  same  time  his 
wife  arrived,  so  she  was  just  in  time  to  nurse  him  at 
the  last,  for  he  died  in  a few  days.  This  poor  man, 
though  ignorant  of  his  wife’s  arrival  or  even  that  she 
intended  coming,  said  to  one  of  the  nurses  on  the  day 
of  his  arrival:  “There’s  my  wife  walking  in  the 

f garden,  go  and  tell  her  to  come  to  me.”  She  thought 
his  mind  was  wandering,  but  his  wife  did  come  to 
him  that  very  day.  The  nuns  made  their  bed  in  the 
' big  room,  I made  mine  in  an  adjoining  closet,  and  the 
' nurse  spent  most  of  the  night  by  her  husband’s  bed- 
side. The  nuns  were  at  all  times  cheerful,  pleasant 
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companions,  and  I had  a pleasant  evening.  After 
retiring  to  my  closet  I heard  the  nuns  say  Compline 
together,  and  knowing  the  office,  I joined  them  in 
heart,  especially  in  those  beautiful  words,  “ Into  Thy 
hands,  O God,  we  commend  our  spirits,  for  Thou  hast 
redeemed  us  O Lord  Thou  God  of  Truth.”  After- 
wards I thought  of  our  charcoal  brazier  still  burning 
and  of  the  danger  of  suffocation  and  begged  Sister 
Mary  would  extinguish  it.  She  seemed  amused  at 
my  anxiety,  and  assured  me  she  was  innocent  of 
charcoal  plots.  Next  morning  we  rose,  had  breakfast, 
and  went  to  our  wards  as  usual,  our  friends  from 
the  Barracks  comfortably  assuring  us  they  had  never 
missed  or  been  in  the  least  anxious  about  us.  A few 
days  after  this  one  evening  as  we  were  returning 
to  the  Barracks  we  met  Mrs  C.,  who  gave  us  a 
message  from  Miss  Nightingale  desiring  us  to  return 
and  remain  at  the  General  Hospital  to  live  and  sleep 
there,  so  we  returned  and  made  up  our  beds.  I was 
thankful  for  this  change  to  be  under  the  same  roof 
with  my  patients  and  to  be  able  to  spend  the  evening 
among  them  ; also  because  the  Barracks  were  to  me 
painfully  full  of  the  remembrance  of  Sister  Elizabeth. 
I never  passed  along  the  corridor  without  recalling 
her  stately  form  with  whom  I had  so  often  passed 
through  them,  nor  without  regretting  her  absence  and 
her  fate. 

In  the  General  Hospital  we  had  two  large  rooms 
given  us„  one  to  the  sisters  and  ladies,  one  to  the 
nurses,  and  a smaller  one  to  the  nuns.  Our  room 
was  one  on  the  left  hand  on  the  entrance  of'  the 
Hospital.  It  was  lofty,  but  being  on  the  ground 
floor,  and  the  General  Hospital  itself  lying  a good 
deal  lower  than  the  Barracks,  our  room  was,  I 
think,  less  healthy  than  our  old  quarters  in  the 
Barrack  Bower.  The  day  after  we  arrived,  Miss  A. 
(sister  of  Sir  Charles  A.), who  came  with  Miss  Stanley’s 
party,  came  as  head  of  the  nurses  at  the  General 
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Hospital,  and  Sister  Mary  was  transferred  to  the 
Barracks.  Five  nuns  who  had  come  with  Miss  Stanley 
came  to  the  General  Hospital.  I believe  they  were 
of  the  same  order, -but  not  from  the  same  house  as 
our  former  friends,  and  though  equally  courteous, 
they  were  less  frank  and  amusing,  and  so  at  least 
while  I was  there  not  such  general  favourites.  Some 
other  nuns  of  Miss  Stanley’s  party  came  to  the 
General  Hospital  on  a visit ; they  seemed  remarkably 
pleasing  and  winning  in  manner.  Miss  Stanley  and 
others  of  her  party  became  Roman  Catholics  on  their' 
return  to  England.  I do  not  know  how  far  the  con- 
duct of  the  nuns — and  their  influence  effected  this.  A 
new  Hospital  was  opened  at  Kulilee,  which  gave  em- 
ployment to  these  nuns  and  others  of  Miss  Stanley’s 
party.  There  was  some  mistake  as  to  this  party. 
They  arrived  before  arrangements  had  been  made  as 
to  their  reception  and  employment ; and,  on  arriving, 
instead  of  having  the  work  they  longed  for,  they 
were  told  they  were  “ not  wanted,”  and  sent  to  live  at 
Terapia  in  idleness,  a most  painful  and  trying  position. 
The  chaplain  there  was  not  friendly.  He  preached 
at  them,  describing  them,  to  their  great  amusement 
and  amazement  as  “wolves  in  sheep’s  clothing, 
snakes  in  glittering  skins.”  One  lady,  Miss  A.,  a 
loyal  Church-woman,  asked  his  sanction  for  visiting 
the  patients.  He  said  she  might,  but  he  thought 
“ she  would  do  more  harm  than  good.”  Another  lady, 
Miss  T.,  a Unitarian  in  creed,  lent  a copy  of  Keble’s 
“Christian  Year”  to  a young  sick  officer,  a cousin 
of  hers.  The  chaplain,  seeing  it  on  the  table,  took  it 
up,  and  asked  to  take  it  with  him,  and  on  promise  of 
soon  returning  it  gained  permission.  But  afterwards 
being  asked  for  it,  he  said  he  could  not  return  it,  as 
he  wished  to  send  it  to  the  War  Office  to  show  what 
popery  was  being  disseminated ! This  lady  was  in 
my  illness  most  kind  to  me,  and  Margaret  frequently 
said  in  reference  to  her,  “ The  unbeliever  is  the  best 


8o  Reminiscences  of  Scutari  Hospitals 

Christian  in  the  room.”  I heard  that  some  busybody 
wrote  to  the  War  Office  complaining  of  this  lady’s 
religious  opinions,  but  was  told  the  nurses  were  free  to 
hold  any  opinions  as  long  as  they  let  others  hold  their 
own,  and  did  their  duty  as  nurses.  At  Terapia  some 
of  the  ladies  and  nurses  gained  a little  relief  from 
ennui  by  going  to  wash  at  the  Sailor  Hospital.  They 
had  asked  for  employment,  and  this  was  offered. 
The  nurses  were  inclined  to  reject  the  offer.  It 
was  not  the  work  they  wanted  ; but  on  Miss  S.  S. 
saying  she  would  go  for  one,  nine  nurses  volun- 
teered, so  a party  of  ten  went  daily.  I heard  that 
Miss  S.  S.  took  the  dirtiest  and  hardest  things  to 
encourage  her  companions,  but  being  unaccustomed 
to  such  work,  she  wet  herself  more  than  necessary. 
After  this,  this  party  gradually  found  employment, 
some  in  private  nursing,  some  in  the  Hospital  at 
Kulilee.  Besides  which,  Lord  Raglan  had  applied 
for  nurses  at  Balaclava,  and  some  of  Miss  Stanley’s 
party  volunteered  to  go.  Miss  Nightingale  fixed 
on  Miss  Langston  to  head  this  party,  Miss  S.  S. 
and  Miss  C.  with  her,  and  five  nurses.  Miss  T., 
another  of  Miss  Stanley’s  party,  soon  after  joined  us 
in  the  General  Hospital.  I was  now  feeling  ill,  and 
struggling  to  shake  it  off  and  keep  going,  and  I was 
thankful  to  see  my  men  daily  recovering.  I had  every 
day  to  pass  through  half  a corridor  where  there  was 
no  female  nurse.  In  passing  I often  used  to  speak  to 
some  of  jthe  poor  men,  but  could  do  nothing  for  them. 
Their  doctor  was  ill,  so  there  was  frequent  change  in 
their  medical  attendant,  from  which  they  suffered  ; the 
orderlies  also  seemed  very  young  and  thoughtless. 
On  first  passing  through  this  corridor,  I made  acquaint- 
ance with  some  of  these  men,  and  it  made  me  sad  to 
see  them  so  neglected.  The  two  first  were  of  the 
17th  Lancers ; they  had  young,  innocent-looking 
faces.  The  first  was  a handsome  youth,  very  severely 
wounded  both  in  arm  and  thigh  at  that  disastrous 
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Balaclava  charge  of  the  Light  Cavalry.  A large  ball 
was  extracted  from  his  thigh,  after  it  had  lain  there 
nearly  three  months,  and  though  for  some  time  it 
seemed  doing  well,Jhis  appetite  failed,  diarrhoea  came 
on,  and  he  died  in  February  after  four  months’  severe 
suffering.  There  was  another  I was  much  interested 
in,  a dark,  sad-looking  youth  of  the  nth  Hussars, 
who  had  lost  his  left  leg  in  the  same  charge ; he 
looked  pale  and  delicate,  and  was  rather  sad  ’and 
depressed  in  manner.  On  asking  of  his  home,  he 
mentioned  Berwick;  but  as  he  seemed  reserved,  I 
desisted  questioning  him,  and  only  said  if  he  felt  too 
ill  to  write  home,  I would  be  glad  to  do  it  for  him. 
He  declined  with  thanks,  but  said  he  would  be  glad 
of  some  paper  in  order  to  write  himself.  I got  him 
some,  and  saw  him  afterwards  sit  up,  and  write' a 
long  letter  with  some  difficulty,  which  I took  to  Miss 
Nightingale  to  be  franked.  He  sank  gradually  after 
this,  suffering  much,  his  poor  stump  getting  into  an 
awful  state.  He  died  early  in  February.  After 
coming  home,  I met  his  mother  and  sister,  and  learnt 
his  history.  His  father  was  a Berwickshire  farmer, 
who  died  before  his  children  were  settled  in  life  or 
provided  for.  Charles,  then,  a lad  pretty  well  educated, 
went  to  London  to  seek  employment ; failing  to  find 
it,  he  wrote  home  saying  rather  than  hang  about  idle, 
or  return  to  be  a burden  on  his  mother,  he  would 
enlist  as  a private.  His  mother  did  not  forbid  this, 
and  he  enlisted  in  the  1 ith  Hussars,  who  sometime  after 
were  sent  to  the  war.  He  was  well  educated, affectionate, 
and  well  conducted.  His  letters  home  were  very  in- 
teresting, well  written,  well  expressed,  and  full  of 
kind  warm  feeling  to  his  home  and  family.  The 
letter  for  which  J gave  him  paper  contained  the  most 
spirited  and  graphic  account  I ever  read  of  that 
glorious  but  fatal  charge  which  cost  him  and  so  many 
other  noble  men  their  limbs  and  lives. 

Another  of  the  nth  Hussars,  Robert  Martin,  who 
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lost  his  right  arm  in  the  same  charge,  lay  in  the  next 
bed  to  Purvis,  and  they  were  great  friends.  I did  not 
know  him  well  in  the  hospital,  but  got  acquainted 
with  him  afterwards.  I find  that  he  and  his  wife  still 
' survive,  having  brought  up  a large  family,  all  now 
grown  up  and  filling  good  and  respectable  positions. 
His  account  of  the  charge  is  vivid  : — “ We  were  sitting 
on  our  horses  when  Capt.  Nolan  came  galloping  up 
with  the  order  for  the  Light  Brigade  to  advance  and 
retake  the  guns  that  had  been  captured  from  the 
Turks  by  the  Russians.  We  obeyed,  the  fire  of  the 
enemy  from  the  flank  batteries  on  our  right  and  left 
became  most  murderous,  while  the  guns  in  front  were 
belching  forth  deadly  missiles  and  making  complete 
streets  through  our  ranks.  Ward  in  front  of  me  was 
- blown  to  pieces.  Turner  on  my  left  had  his  right 
arm  blown  off,  and  afterwards  died,  and  Young  on 
my  right  also  had  his  right  arm  blown  off.  Just  then 
my  right  arm  was  shattered  to  pieces.  -I  gathered  it 
together  as  well  as  I could,  and  laid  it  across  my 
knees.  Glanister  unfortunately  broke  his  sword  off 
at  the  hilt  by  striking  a Russian  on  the  top  of  his 
helmet  The  order  to  retire  was  then  given  by  Sir 
George  Paget,  and  on  turning  I perceived  a Cossack 
close  to  us.  He  immediately  levelled  his  pistol  and 
fired  at  Glanister  and  myself.  The  ball  whizzed  past 
my  face  and  struck  Glanister,  shattering  his  underjaw 
and  causing  him  to  fall  forward  on  his  cloak,  which 
was  rolled  up  in  front  of  him.  The  Cossack  bolted  at 
once,  and  I had  presence  o(  mind  to  grasp  the  /reins 
of  my  horse  and  put  them  in  my  mouth,  at  the 'same 
time  seizing  those  of  Glanister’s  horse  and  turning  it 
into  the  ranks.  By  this  means  no  doubt  his  life  was 
saved.  It  was  now  every  man  for  himself.  I 
galloped  back  with  the  remnant  oF  my  regiment  and 
passed  through  the  Polish  Lancers  who  had  formed 
across  our  line  of  retreat.  I was  beginning  to  feel 
faint  from  loss  of  blood,  and  urged  my  horse  to  its 
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utmost  speed  to  get  out  of  the  range  of  fire  ; but  a 
spent  ball  struck  my  ammunition  poueh,  and  the  next 
thing  I remember  was  being  held  up  by  an  officer  and 
his  administering  some  rum  to  me  which' had  the 
effect  of  bringing  me  round.  I was  then  helped  off 
my  horse,  put  in  a stretcher,  and  carried  to  the  rear. 
My  arm  was  afterwards  amputated  and  I was  sent  to 
Scutari  Hospital,  and  carried  in  there  on  the  5th 
November  more  dead  than  alive,  my  arm  having  got 
into  a very  bad  state.  Miss  Nightingale  came  and 
gave  me  something  which  seemed  to  revive  me,  and 
she  afterwards  wrote  to  my  friends  for  me.  I re- 
covered and  was  sent  home  to  Chatham  where  I had 
an  attack  of  Crimean  fever,  and  on  recovering  from 
this  I was  appointed  a warder  in  Hampton  Court 
Palace,  and  married.”  He  has  now  retired  on  account 
of  failing  health. 

What  a lavish  waste  of  life  was  there ! What 
accumulated  wrecks  of  hopes  and  joys,  all  sacrificed, 
and  for  what?  Such  thoughts  would  come  as  we 
looked  out  daily,  and  saw  a long  procession  moving 
to  the  burying-ground,  not  of  real  or  of  hired 
mourners,-  but  merely  of  the  dead  and  of  their 
bearers,  each  corpse  carelessly  carried,  the  feet  or 
head  often  uncovered.  Those  remains  so  precious 
to  some  heart  were  borne  along  so  indifferently, 
the  bearers  accustomed  to  their  task  showed  no 
real  or  affected  solemnity  of  manner,  and  when  tired 
they  laid  their  burden  down  on  the  ground  while 
they  laughed  and  chatted.  As  we  watched  this 
daily,  and  counted  a daily  increasing  number  of  life- 
less forms,  we  thought  of  the  bereaved  at  home,  the 
mother,  wife,  and  orphan  who  were  yet  to  learn  their 
loss.  On  our  first  arrival  eight  was  the  daily  average 
of  deaths,  but  they  rapidly  increased,  and'  soon  after 
as  many  died  in  the  comparatively  small  division  we 
visited  ; and  one  day,  going  by  mistake  into  one  of 
the  dead  houses  (which  was  next  one  of  our  wards), 
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I counted  sixteen  bodies  waiting  for  interment.  It 
was  found  impossible  to  supply  soldiers  for  the  duty 
of  bearing  the  dead  to  their  graves,  so  Turks  were  em- 
ployed. ' Their  rude,  noisy  way  of  performing  this 
duty  was  painful.  At  last  carts  were  used.  The 
Rev.  S.  G.  O.  was  at  Scutari  for  several  weeks  after 
our  arrival,  and  indefatigable  in  ministering  spiritu- 
ally and  temporally  to  the  wants  of  the  sufferers. 
Mr  Stafford  also  was  daily  in  the  wards,  and  seemed 
very  devoted  in  serving  the  sick.  The  poor  men  in 
the  ward  through  which  I passed  seemed  left  entirely 
to  orderlies,  who  were  mere  boys,  with  all  the  rough, 
wild,  reckless  spirits  of  boyhood,  romping  and  tearing 
about  as  soon  as  the  doctors  were  out  of  sight,  even 
in  the  presence  of  the  dead  and  dying.  More  than 
once  I saw  poor  men  sadly  neglected  here  ; but  I 
could  do  nothing  but  urge  the  orderlies  to  be  more 
gentle  and  attentive.  One  day  as  I passed  a dying 
man  called  to  me  for  a drink  ; I went  to  get  one,  but 
when  I brought  it  he  was  dead.  Another  lad  asked  me 
for  a drink,  and  then  to  read  to  him.  I did  so,  and  then 
at  his  request  wrote  for  him  to  his  friends  in  Oxford. 
He  asked  me  to  kiss  him  before  he  died,  and  I am 
sorry  I did  not.  He  .said  one  morning,  “ It  has  pleased 
the  Lord  to  take  my  comrade  in  the  night,  but  I am 
spared  a little  longer;”  but  in  passing  in  the  evening 
I spoke  to  him,  and  getting  no  answer,  I found  he  was 
gone.  ‘The  men  next  him  did  not  know  it. 

When  we  came  Miss  Nightingale  or  Mrs  Brace- 
bridge  read  morning  prayers  with  us  and  the  purses. 
The  nuns  went  every  morning  to  Mass,  In  the  even- 
ing one  of  the  chaplains  read  prayers  in  the  large  hall 
with  all  who  were  able  to  attend.  Few  of  the  doctors 
attended  even  on  Sunday,  but  there  was  a good  con- 
gregation of  wounded  officers,  &c.  There  was  Holy 
Communion  every  Sunday.  One  doctor — not,  I think, 
a military  doctor — went  regularly.  - 

The  Turks  were  invariably  polite  to  us,  saluting  us 
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always  with  “Bono  Johnnie,”  and  the  women  trying  to 
converse  ; even  the  little  children  bringing  offerings  of 
fruit  and  flowers — sweet-mannered,  bright-eyed  little 
creatures.  One  poor  man  brought  us  his  son,  a poor 
lad  covered  with  sores,  and  entreated  us  with  the  most 
eloquent  and  significant  gestures  to  cure  him.  We 
could  only  intercede  with  the  doctors  for  him,  which 
Sister  Mary  did,  and  gained  attention  and  advice.  I 
do  not  know  the  result,  but  the  poor  man  expressed 
gratitude  as  touchingly  as  he  had  entreated.  The 
children,  especially  the  girls,  were  generally  sweet- 
looking, graceful  little  things,  who  deserved,  we  felt,  a 
nobler  destiny  than  theirs.  But  the  Turkish  women 
we  saw  seemed  no  mere  drudges ; indeed,  as  far  as  we 
saw,  they  seemed  to  live  at  ease,  the  men  and  negroes 
doing  all  the  hard  work.  Of  course  we  did  not  visit 
the  slums,  or  see  anything  of  the  domestic  arrange- 
ments of  the  poor ; we  saw  them  rather  in  holiday 
guise,  never  toiling,  nor  ia  dirt  and  rags,  as  too  many 
of  our  poor  women  are.  I fear  the  picture  many 
of  our  soldiers’  wives  presented  of  dirt  and  neglect,  of 
bold  rude  manners,  and  of  drunkenness,  was  not  cal- 
culated to  recommend  Christianity  to  the  Turks.  The 
poor  dogs  even  seemed  friendly  to  us,  and  used  to 
follow  us  whenever  we  appeared.  They  did  not  seem 
different  from  English  mongrel  dogs,  and  some  seemed 
to  have  good  physical  and  moral  qualities.  They 
seem-ed  very  capable  of  attachment,  and  to  have  great 
confidence  in  the  kind  feeling  and  friendliness  of 
Englishwomen.  One  especially,  a great  shaggy  fellow, 
with  a broken  and  badly-mended  very  crooked  leg, 
formed  an  especial  alliance  with  us,  meeting  us  every 
day  and  accompanying  us  back  and  forward  from  one 
hospital  to  the  other.  His  great  size  made  his  caresses 
more  flattering  than  agreeable. 

I was  sorry  when  we  lost  Miss  Anderson.  Her 
successor,  Miss  Smythe,  did  not  remain  many  weeks. 
Miss  Stanley  still  wanted  more  ladies  for  Kulilee,  and 
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some  who  had  come  out  with  her  wished  to  rejoin  her. 
I asked  to  see  Miss  Nightingale,  to  report  an  occur- 
rence in  the  General  Hospital  which  seemed  to  infringe 
on  the  rule  given  as  to  avoiding  proselytism.  Mar- 
garet had  been  removed  from  the  ward  she  had  at 
first,  and  a nun  had  succeeded  her.  One  night  she 
asked  me  to  go  with  her  when  she  visited  some  of 
her  old  friends  in  the  wards  she  had  left,  and  I con- 
sented. As  she  spoke  to  a patient  I stood  at  the  foot 
of  a bed  on  which  lay  a corpse.  An  orderly  came  up 
and  said  to  me,  u That  young  fellow  came  in  a Pro- 
testant, but  he  died  a true  Catholic.”  I made  no 
answer,  but  on  Margaret  rejoining  me,  I repeated  what 
the  soldier  had  said.  She  asked  his  name,  and  said 
she  remembered  him  well,  and  inquired  but  could 
learn  no  further  particulars,  except  that  he  had  been 
rebaptized  and  died  a Roman  Catholic.  Next  morn- 
ing I went  with  her  again,  when  she  visited  her  old 
friends,  and  a poor  dying  man,  lying  in  the  next  bed 
to  the  one  which  had  been  occupied  by  the  lad 
who  died  there  the  previous  evening,  said  to  Mar- 
garet, “ I wish  to  say  nothing  but  what  is  true 
and  kind  of  any  one,  nothing  that  I will  regret 
where  I am  going,  but  it  did  hurt  me  to  see  the 
nuns  get  round  that  poor  young  fellow,  and  per- 
suade him  to  join  their  Church.  Poor  lad,  in  his 
weak  state,  it  was  no  wonder  he  should  yield.  May 
God  forgive  them,  all.”  This  was  inquired  into.  It 
seemed  the  young  man  had  always  been  a serious 
character,  and  a communicant  in  the  Church  of /Eng- 
land. The  nuns  denied  having  used  persuasion/;  said 
his  change  was  of  God’s  free  grace,  and  nothing  could 
be  proved,  though  the  patients  stated  that  the  nuns 
had  shown  constant  and  peculiar  attention  to  this 
young  man. 

I began  to  struggle  against  nausea,  nervous  irri- 
tability, and  feverish  headache,  but  was  thankful  to 
see  my  men  rapidly  recovering.  Donaldson  went 
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home  ; Aslett  was  sitting  up  and  spoke  of  getting  up, 
though  his  poor  limbs  were  still  too  wasted  for  that; 
he  was  fast  gaining  flesh  and  colour.  I was  deeply 
thankful  for  this,  for  I had  never  become  reconciled 
to  the  thought  of  his  death,  and  prayed  earnestly  he 
might  recover.  And  when  Murphy  said  to  me  one 
day,  “ That  poor  fellow  has  suffered  long,  but  it  won’t 
be  for  long  now — he  is  going  fast,”  though  it  seemed 
true,  I could  not  bear  to  acquiesce,  and  felt  as  if  he 
must  not  die.  I gave  him.  cod-liver  oil  in  lemon  juice, 
which  seemed  to  benefit  him.  The  little  bugle  boy 
was  also  thriving  on  the  same  regimen  ; his  gentle 
comrade  was  sinking.  Morton  was  still  in  a precarious 
state.  Byrne’s  leg  was  better,  but  he  began  to  suffer 
from  aguish  fever.  A most  venerable  looking  hero, 
who  had  fought  in  thirteen  engagements  in  India  and 
the  Crimea,  and  who  gloried  in  his  profession,  Sergeant 
Schomberg  by  name,  was  recovering.  My  wounded 
were  mostly  gone  home.'  The  little  curly-headed 
bugle  boy  was  a brave  little  Scot.  His  name,  I think, 
was  Grant.  I thought  he  was  dying  of  consumption, 
he  was  so  wasted  and  had  such  a cough,  but  cod-liver 
oil  seemed  to  restore  him.  The  brave  little  fellow, 
when  he  thought  himself  dying,  longed  to  be  near  his 
mother,  but  as  he  regained  strength  he  gave  up  all 
thought  of  going  home,  and  only  craved  to  return  to 
his  comrades  in  the  Crimea.  The  sweet-looking  boy 
who  lay  opposite  to  him  was  a gentle,  grateful  lad. 
I wrote  for  him  to  his  mother.  He  said  to  her — 
“ After  all  I suffered  in  the  camp  and  on  the  voyage, 
when  I got  here  and  was  laid  on  a quiet  bed,  and  the 
ladies  and  nurses  spoke  so  kind  and  tender,  I just  felt 
as  if  I had  got  to  heaven  at  last.”  Dear  gentle  lad,  I 
trust  he  passed  to  his  real  and  everlasting  rest,  and  that 
Scutari  Hospital,  with  all  its  roughness  and  miseries, 
was  to  him  the  gate  of  Paradise.  T remember  his 
bright  sweet  look,  fair  flowing  hair,  almost  heavenly 
smile,  and  low  gentle  voice.  The  first  day  I was  pre- 
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vented  going  to  my  wards  by  illness  I heard  he  had  died. 
Aslett’s  recovery  filled  me  with  thankfulness.  He 
:told  me  every  day  he  felt  stronger,  his  eyes  glistening 
with  joy  and  gratitude  as  he  spoke  ; he  began  to  sleep 
well  at  night,  which  for  months  he  could  not  do,  and 
his  face  began  to  fill  up.  He  still  suffered  much  in  his 
limbs,  which  seemed  mere  bones,  rough,  hard,  and  stiff 
as  the  trunk  of  a tree  ; he  could  not  move  them,  and 
by  lying  in  one  posture  they  produced  much  pain.  I 
used  to  rub  them  with  cod-liver  oil,  which  seemed  to 
relieve  him.  The  men  in  this  Hospital  used  to  have 
a clean  shirt  (or  one  professing  to  be  such)  brought  to 
them  every  week,  but  often  the  one  brought  as  clean 
had  only  one  sleeve  or  none,  besides  they  were  so 
washed  that  the  folds  and  seams  were  still  full  of  lice 
and  nits.  They  were  washed  by  the  Turks,  The 
doctor  asked  if  I could  rectify  this,  but  I could  only 
tell  Miss  Nightingale.  It  was  very  often  extremely 
difficult  to  get  shirts  for  the  newly  arrived,  who  were 
always  miserably  filthy.  The  doctor  had  to  sign  a 
requisition  to  the  wardmaster,  which  he  did,  but  . 
whether  there  really  was  a want  of  shirts,  or  that  the 
wardmaster  could  not  find  them,  the  requisitions  were 
often  unsuccessful.  One  day,  when  five  new  patients 
were  lying  shirtless,  the  corporal  returned  with  the 
doctor’s  requisition  dishonoured,  saying  there  were 
none  in  store.  “ A lie ! ” said  the  doctor  ; “ I saw 
thousands*  and  thousands  irr  store  yesterday.  None 
in  store ! indeed,  that’s  a convenient  answer  for  people 
who  are  too  lazy  to  do  their  duty.”  He  tor^  the 
requisition  into  bits,  saying,  “ There’s  the  last  requisi- 
tion I shall  sign  I shall  do  my  duty  as  a medical 
officer  in  attending  to  my  patients,  but  never  sign 
another  requisition.”  I offered^to  apply  to  Miss 
Nightingale  if  he  would  sanction  it,  but  he  refused, 
saying,  “ It  is  the  duty  of  Government  to  supply  these 
men  with  shirts ; it  is  not  my  duty  to  trouble  Miss 
Nightingale.”  He  never  would  sign  a requisition,  and 
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I could  get  no  clothing  without  one,  so  that  I could 
not  help  my  poor  men  as  to  clothing.  I saw  one  of 
the  nuns  come  and  give  one  of  my  men  some  clothes, 
and  I was  glad  any  of  them  should  get  help  any  how. 
The  nuns  had  freer  access  to  shirts,  &c.,  than  I had, 
from  the  Rev.  Mother  having  charge  of  a store.  Sister 
M.  de  G.  several  times  offered  me  novels  for  my  men, 
saying  they  might  interest  my  men,  though  the 
chaplains  did  not  care  for  their  having  them,  but  she 
thought  they  were  better  for  them  than  most  pious 
publications. 

About  this  time  one  day  the  doctor,  having  been 
touching  a wound,  called  for  some  water  and  a towel 
for  his  hands.  I gave  him  some  water  and  a basin, 
but  the  orderly  told  him  he  must  sign  a requisition 
for  a towel.  However,  I provided  a clean  rag,  which 
served  his  purpose.  The  distress  for  shirts  soon  after 
our  arrival  was  very  great,  whole  wards  seeming  shirt- 
less— at  least  to  have  that  article  was  a distinction. 
During  this  shirt  distress  an  order  was  given  that  no 
one  should  be  buried  in  a shirt ; they  were  to  betaken 
off  before  the  body  was  removed.  I heard  some  men 
keenly  resent  this  order,  though  bearing  without  a 
murmur  neglect,  fatigue,  want,  cold,  hunger,  and 
nakedness,  which  they  seemed  to  consider  the  natural 
results  of  war  and  of  the  position  of  a soldier.  The 
utmost  I heard  of  complaint  was  in  comparing 
their  state  with  that  of  their  Allies.  “ Ah,”  they 
would  say,  “ they  are  some  centuries  before  us  in 
everything  concerning  campaigning  ; they  understand 
it  better.”  But  though  few  possessed  a shirt,  they 
resented  the  order  to  remove  them  from  the  dead. 
“ I wish  we  had  died  up  at  the  Crimea,”  I heard  one 
say  ; “ they  did  not  strip  us  there.  With  all  the  fuss 
they  make  about  us  at  home,  can  they  not  spare  a rag 
to  cover  us  in  the  grave  ? I don’t  care  for  a coffin,  but 
to  be  buried  naked  like  a dog.”  This  order  was  not 
long  enforced.  ' At  first  each  dead  body  was  sewn  up 
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in  a blanket,  but  as  deaths  became  numerous  and 
blankets  scarce  a piece  of  sacking  was  used. 

My  doctor  was  very  liberal  as  to  food  and  wine,  and 
was  found  fault  with  as  too  liberal.  He  answered 
boldly : “ These  men  are  committed  to  my  care  ; I 
order  what  food  I think  good  for  them.  If  I think  a 
man  needs  a bottle  of  wine,  he  shall  have  it.”  Very 
soon  after  he  was  ordered  to  the  Crimea.  The  next, 
his  successor,  was  young  and  shy,  and  did  not  under- 
stand filling  up  the  diet  roll,  and  frequently  omitted 
some  men  altogether,  so  the  poor  fellows  had  nothing 
but  dry  bread.  But  they  bore  this  trial,  like  all 
- others,  most  philosophically,  or  rather  most  Christianly. 
Poor  Murphy,  now  a hungry  convalescent,  was  one  of 
these  starvelings,  and  on  my  condoling  with  him  on  his 
dinnerless  condition,  “ Och  ! ” he  said,  “ I think  little  of 
that,  my  Saviour  fasted  a good  deal  longer  for  me.”  “ I’m 
glad  you  think  of  Him,”  I said.  “ Deed,”  he  said,  “ if 
it  were  not  for  Him,  and  thinking  of  Him,  I would 
not  get  on  as  I do.”  One  day  I said  to  him,  “You 
have  plenty  time  for  prayer  now.”  “ ’Deed  I have,”  he 
said,  “ and  shure  I should  pray  for  everybody,  for 
everybody  is  praying  for  me.”  Seeing  I looked 
puzzled,  he  said,  “You  know  both  the  Church  of 
England  and  of  Rome  pray  daily  for  the  poor  soldier 
— that  is  for  me.” 

He  used  to  read  his  New  Testament  carefully,  but 
one  day,  .seeing  him  look  disturbed,  I said,  “ What’s 
the  matter  ? ” “ Shure,”  he  said,  “ my  priest’s  a great 

bigot.”  “ Indeed,”  I said,  “what  do  you  mean ?”j  “I 
had  a nice  Testament,”  he  said,  “ that  my  captain ' 
gave  me,  and  the  priest  found  me  a reading  of  it,  and 
he  took  it  away.”  I said,  “ Perhaps  he’ll  give  you 
another.”  “ But  it’s  not  another  I want,”  he  said,  “ but  - 
the  very  one  my  captain  gave  me  ; I value  it  for  his 
sake.  But  I know  another  priest,  a kind  man  and  no 
bigot,  and  he  is  above  this  one,  and  i hope  to  speak 
to  him,  and  to  get  it  back,”  I never  heard  if  he  did, 
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He  used  to  say  his  mother  was  a Church  of  England 
woman,  and  his  father  a Roman  Catholic,  and  he  had 
an  equal  respect  for  each,  for  they  were  both  right  in 
the  main. 

The  private  of  the  47th  who  was  so  kind  to  Sam 
Gregg  spoke  with  great  regard  and  respect  of  his 
officers.  He  said  they  were  good  religious  men,  and 
the  colonel  like  a father  to  them  all.  They  received 
Holy  Communion  before  the  battle  of  Alma,  in  which 
they  suffered  severely.  This  man’s  colonel  and  captain 
were  both  severely  wounded.  The  colonel  before  he 
lei t the  Hospital  for  home  asked  to  be  carried  round  to 
take  leave  of  his  sick  and  wounded  men.  How  deeply 
did  the  poor  men  feel  such  care  and  kindness,  and 
how  it  lies  in  the  power  of  officers  to  influence  their 
men  for  good.  I never  met  any  so  open  to  kindness 
and  to  good  influences  as  these  poor  sick  and  wounded 
men.  Oh,  that  all  in  authority,  especially  the  officers 
both  of  army  and  navy,  would  use  their  talent  of 
influence  for  the  glory  of  God  and  for  the  welfare  of 
the  men  under  their  care ! Then  would  our  army 
and  navy  be  indeed  invincible,  not  only  against  earthly 
foes,  but  against  spiritual  powers  of  darkness,  against 
impurity  and  drunkenness  A religious  life  in  an 
officer,  a truly  Christian  conversation  in  him,  would 
have  far  more  influence  than  the  stated  regular  ser- 
- vices  of  the  chaplain,  valuable  as  they  may  be.  They 
are  too  often  taken  as  matters  of  course ; he  is  paid 
to  preach  and  to  pray.  But  in  Hospital  all  religious 
services,  except  strictly  private  ones,  were  forbidden — 
all  public  prayer  or  preaching.  The  chaplains  were 
not  allowed  to  have  any  public  services  in  the  wards 
to  avoid  giving  offence.  The  only  breach  of  this  I 
knew  was  on  the  part  of  a wounded  officer,  who  went 
every  Sunday  and  repeated  the  Litany  in  several 
wards.  I never  heard  this  complained  of,  and  it  was 
a comfort  indeed  to  many,  who  told  us  they  would 
not  have  known  Sunday  from  week-day  but  for  that. 
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Though  this  colonel  ventured  to  do  this,  no  chaplain 
might. 

The  Irish  were  in  general  the  most  pleasant  patients, 
and  the  Scotch  the  least  so.  Though  the  real  work 
"of  the  Scotch  might  have  been  equal  or  greater,  they 
had  a ruder  manner  and  a mien  more  grave.  I had 
one  Scotch  artilleryman  who  was  inclined  to  grumble 
at  his  circumstances,  the  only  patient  I ever  heard  do 
so,  but  he  had  not  suffered  as  most  had  in  the  camp. 
The  half  of  D Corridor  I had  was  very  cold ; it 
faced  the  north,  and  several  panes  of  glass  were 
broken,  and  the  orderlies  seldom  lighted  the  stoves, 
and  never  kept  them  up.  The  doctor  did  not  care 
about  a fire,  being  very  quick  in  moving,  and  not 
standing  above  a few  minutes  in  one  place.  He  did 
not  feel  any  want  of  heat,  but  the  poor  men  lying  in 
a cold  draught  did:  Other  nurses  and  ladies  remarked 
to  me  the  icy  breeze  which  met  them  in  this  corridor. 
Though  for  many  years  at  home  free  from  chilblains, 
my  hands  and  feet  were  here  covered  with  them. 
Though  it  was  a more  than  usually  severe  winter 
everywhere,  the  cold  here  scarcely  equalled  that  ofan 
ordinary  winter  at  home.  We  had  only  one  fortnight 
of  frost  and  .one  fall  of  snow.  In  our  room  at  the 
Barrack  Hospital  we  had  no  fire  or  brazier,  no  cur- 
tains or  shutters,  so  that  poor  Margaret,  who  at  this 
time  still  slept  there,  used  to  be  glad  to  go  straight 
to  bed  on  returning  from  her  work,  about  5 P.M., 
merely  to  keep  warm.  At  the  General  Hospital  in 
our  room  we  had  first  a charcoal  brazier,  which-' was 
succeeded  by  a comfortable  stove,  so  that  we  did  not 
suffer  from  cold  there.  But  if  standing  about  in  D 
Corridor  was  trying,  and  produced  chilblains,  how 
much  more  trying  must  it  have  be^n  to  the  poor  men 
lying  in  it.  Yet  I have  known  poor  men,  both  here 
and  at  the  Barracks,  get  out  of  bed  repeatedly  and  go 
barefooted  along  the  cold  stone  floor^even  within  an 
hour  of  death,  to  avoid  troubling  the  orderlies.  One 
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.poor  young  man  of  the  Scots  Greys  (who  was  almost 
devoured  by  lice)  did  this  eight  times  the  last  night 
of  his  life.  As  long  as  he  had  strength  to  move, 
he  said,  he  would  trouble  no  man.  As  I tried  to 
free  him  from  his  horrid  tormentors,  “ Ah ! ” he  said, 
“ what  would  my  poor  mother  say  to  see  me  in  this 
state  ? ” 

The  Scotch  artilleryman  from  Greenock  used  to 
say  to  me  : “ Well,  this  is  a queer  Hospital— nothing 
to  eat,  nothing  to  drink — and  look  there,  I never  lay  in 
the  snow  before/'  as  a few  flakes  of  snow  blew  in  at 
the  window,  and  rested  on  his  bed.  He  had  been 
more  successful  than  most  in  escaping  hardships  in 
the  Crimea.  He  had  a prejudice  against  Roman 
Catholics,  and  said  he  did  not  like  to  see  me  so  friendly 
with  the  nuns,  &c.  . .. 

A tall  man  of  the  Scots  Greys  who  lay  beside  the 
Oxford  lad  said  to  me,  after  he  was  gone,  “ If  there 
ever  was  a good,  innocent-minded  lad,  he  was  one.” 
Another  of  the  Scots  Greys  lay  on  his  other  side,  and 
the  two  were  seemingly  much  attached  to  each  other, 
and  wished  to  go  home  together,  but  the  younger, 
named  William  Donaldson,  recovered  more  quickly, 
and  was  sent  home  before  his  friend.  Donaldson  lost 
his  leg  in  the  second  Balaclava  charge,  when  the  Greys 
and  1 st  Royals  tried  to  cover  the  retreat  of  the  wreck  of 
the  Light  Brigade.  His  horse  was  also  disabled,  so 
that  it  was  with  great  difficulty  he  got  away,  trying  to 
crawl  with  his  poor  shattered  leg.  : At  first  looking 
at  his  leg,  and  seeing  the  flow  of  blood,  he  thought 
in  twenty  minutes  it  will  all  be  over,  and  he  lay  still, 
trying  to  collect  his  thoughts,  and  prepare  for  the 
great  change.  Then -feeling  the  blood  flowing  less 
rapidly,  he  looked  out  for  help,  and  seeing  the  Duke 
of  Cambridge  riding,  called  out,  “ If  no  one  is  coming 
to  help  me,  will  your  Royal  Highness  shoot  me 
through  the  head.”  Soon  after  some  soldiers  came 
and  carried  him.  But  his  sorrows  were  not  over, 
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for  some  officers,  seeing  so  many  carrying  one  man, 
ordered  them  back  to  their  regiments,  and  he  was  left 
again.  At  last  some  Turks  came  and  lifted  him  so 
roughly,  he  fainted,  and  became  unconscious.  They 
took  him  to  the  Field  Hospital,  where  his  leg  was 
taken  off  rather  high  up,  and  he  was  carried  to  the 
ship  and  taken  to  Scutari.  On  his  way  to  the  ship 
he  waved  his  arm  and  cried,  “ Huzza  for  Auld 
Reekie  ! ” He  was  only  eighteen,  and  seemed  to  have 
a robust  constitution.  He  was  also  cheerful,  patient, 
and  sweet-tempered,  which  contributed  to  his  recovery. 
The  good  Queen’s  letter  was  a great  comfort  to  some 
of  the  poor  men  as  well  as  to  us.  The  assurance  of 
her  sympathy  was  deeply  valued.  Donaldson  got  a 
copy  of  it,  and  put  it  over  his  head,  and  on  my  noticing 
it,  he  looked  up  with  a sweet  expression  and  said, 
“ Yes,  it’s  very  affecting,  and  makes  our  sufferings 
less  to  think  she  cares  so  for  us.”  Burns  remarked  : 
u It’s  very  pleasant  and  proper,  but  I hope  the  good 
folk  at  home  won’t  spend  all  their  kindness  in  words, 
but  will  keep  it  up,  and  give  us  enough  to  keep  the 
pot  aboiling  when  we  come  back  to  them.  At 
least,”  he  added,  “ it  won’t  be  the  Queen’s  fault,  God 
bless  her,  if  they  don’t.” 

Mrs  Bracebridge  headed  the  body  of  nurses  attend- 
ing Church.  One  Sunday  she  rose  and  left  as  soon  as 
prayers  were  over,  we  all  following  as  in  duty  bound. 
A wounded  officer  limped  after  us  to  say  the  chaplain 
was  about  to  preach;  but  though  sorry  for  the  mistake, 
Mrs  B.  thought  it  best  not  to  return,  so  we  went  to- the 
wards,  and  the  masculine  part  of  the  flock  had  the 
sermon  to  themselves  for  once.  3 

Next  to  the  Scotch  artilleryman  lay  a consumptive 
patient,  a gentle  religious  lad  who^hough  weak  and 
troubled  with  a consumptive  cough,  did  not  seem 
to  suffer  much,  and  to  enjoy  a conversation  with 
me.  The  Scotchman  took  a tender  ^interest  in  his 
consumptive  companion  who  lay  beside  him.  One 
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morning,  on  entering  the  ward,  I was  struck  by  this 
lad’s  altered  countenance  and  difficulty  in  breathing, 
and  saw  that  death  was  approaching.  The  artillery- 
man, seeing  his  friend’s  state,  got  up,  dressed,  and  sat 
by  and  nursed  him  to  the  last. 

One  very  handsome,  intelligent,  active-minded  young 
man,  Sergeant  N.  of  the  1st  Royals,  asked  me  one  day 
the  meaning  of  my  sleeves,  which  certainly  were  of  a 
needless  and  rather  inconvenient  length  and  breadth 
for  nursing.  “Does  it  mean  anything?”  he  said.  I 
answered,  “ Our  dress  is  a uniform  worn  by  some 
persons  in  the  Church  of  England  who  give  themselves 
to  nursing  the  sick,  teaching  children,  &c.”  “ Indeed,” 

he  said,  “ I was  not  aware  of  any  such  community.  I 
know  the  Roman  Catholics  have  Sisters  of  Charity,  is 
it  like  that?  Well,”  he  said,  “you’ve  told  me  what  I 
never  knew  before.”  This  young  man,  who  was  re- 
markably handsome  and  intelligent,  always  active  and 
always  doing  something,  had  a severe  wound  in  the 
thigh,  but  he  told  me  he'  had  interest,  and  hoped  if 
his  wound  healed  he  might  get  a commission.  To  his 
great  disappointment,  however,  he  was  discharged. 

One  day,  before  Sister  E.’s  dismissal,  I met  her 
walking  with  a lady.  As  Sister  E.’s  comrade  and  co- 
adjutor, I joined  and  followed  them.  She  took  the 
lady  into  her  wards,  they  spoke  to  some  of  the  men, 
and  there  was  some  difficulty  in  getting  a spoon  to 
divide  some  jelly  she  had  brought,  and  the  lady 
seemed  distressed  at  the  miserable  state  of  the  wards, 
and  the  general  discomfort.  On  their  leaving  I still 
accompanied  them,  and  something  getting  wrong 
about  the  lady’s  shoe,  she  stooped  to  arrange  it. 
Finding  some  difficulty,  Sister  E.  also  stooped  to  help, 
which  seemed  to  distress  the  lady,  who  said,  “ Oh, 
don’t,  Sister,  I can’t  allow  you.”  I then  offered  my 
services,  which  were  accepted.  I understood  the  lady 
thought  I was  of  inferior  rank,  perhaps  because  Sister 
E.  had  a stately  commanding  presence,  and  spoke, 
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while  I was  silent  and  looked  commoner.  Soon  after 
the  lady  left,  Sister  E.  said,  “That  was  Lady  Stratford, 
wife  of  the  British  Ambassador.”  She  had  met  Sister 
E.,  and  politely  said,  “ I hope  your  patients  are  doing 
well,  Sister?”  “ As  well  as  starving,  dying  men  can 
do,”  said  Sister  E.  “ Starving!”  said  Lady  S. ; “ what 
do  you  mean?”  “Come  and  see,”  said  Sister  Elizabeth. 
Lady  S.  continued  sending  us  jelly  and  nice  things 
for  the  men,  but  I never  again  saw  her  in  the  wards. 

Another  evening  when  I accompanied  Sister  Eliza- 
beth, an  orderly  asked  her  if  she  would  like  to  see 
some  Russian  wounded  prisoners.  She,  supposing 
them  to  be  privates,  answered  “Yes;”  and  he  ushered 
us  into  a room  in  which  were  three  beds,  each  occupied 
by  a bearded  gentleman,  who  was,  we  at  once  under- 
stood, a wounded  Russian  officer.  Sister  E.  offered 
them  some  drink  from  a jug  she  carried.  They  ac- 
cepted it  with  thanks.  She  bowed,  and  we  retired. 
The  little  conversation  on  each  side  was  in  French. 
On  leaving,  Sister  E.  said  to  the  orderly:  “How  could 
you  take  us  to  officers  ? You  may  get  us  into  trouble. 
We  are  not  allowed  to  attend  even  our  own  officers.” 
The  orderly  made  our  position  more  ridiculous  by 
putting  his  hand  on  his  heart,  saying,  “Trust  me, 
madam,  I won’t  betray  you.” 

One  of  Margaret’s  patients  said  to  her,  “ Won’t  I 
save  up  and  get  you  a handsome  present  for  all  your 
kindness  to  me.”  “ I don’t  want  any  present  from 
you,”  M.  answered.  “ Don’t  you  think  Christ  can 
reward  me  better  ?”  “ Shure,  and  so  He  can”;  said 
he,  “ if  you’re  con  tint.”  — / 

My  doctor  often  permitted,  and  even  asked  me  to 
procure  arrowroot  or  beef-tea  for  some  of  the  men, 
but  would  never  sign  a requisition.  The  distress  for 
shirts  soon  after  our  arrival  wast  very  great,  whole 
wards  seeming  to  be  shirtless — at  least  to  possess  that 
article  was  a distinction.  ’ 

Next  day  the  empty  place  of  the  consumptive  lad 
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was  filled  by  a lad,  a young  recruit,  a poor  ignorant 
London-bred  lad,  a pure  city  arab.  Of  all  religion 
he  seemed  utterly  ignorant,  and  equally  indifferent. 
I could  not  elicit,  one  idea  on  the  subject  He 
had  never  been  at  school — never  inside  a church 
— never  heard  of  Christ.  I did  not  meet  among 
Scotch  or  Irish  the  dense  ignorance  and  apathy  on 
spiritual  matters  which  was  found  in  some  English, 
both  of  town  and  country.  He  said  he  never  prayed 
— knew  nothing  about  it.  He  did  not  seem  very  ill 
at  first.  One  night  the  orderly  asked  me  to  read  the 
directions  outside  a bottle  he  was  about  to  administer. 
I read,  “ Two  tablespoonfuls  every  four  hours.”  On 
his  putting  these  directions  into  practice  by  pouring 
out  one  tablespoonful  and  giving  it  to  the  patient, 
his  operations  were  arrested  by  a yell  from  the 
recipient,  who  started  up  in  bed  with  a series  of 
screams  interspersed  with,  “You’ve  killed  me! 
my  inside’s  burnt  up!  I’m  done!”  I went  to 
the  sufferer  with  some  barley  water,  and  told  the 
orderly  to  take  the  bottle  to  the  dispensary  and 
find  out  the  mistake,  and  see  if  it  could  be  rectified. 
Frightened,  and  almost  crying,  he  hurried  away,  while 
I remained  with  the  lad.  The  orderly  officer  passed 
by,  and  on  my  calling  his  attention  to  this  incident, 
he  merely  desired  me  to  continue  administering  warm 
barley  water,  and  passed  oh.  Soon  after  the  orderly 
returned  with  the  young  dispenser  who  had  made  the 
mistake,  and  seemed  inclined  to  laugh  at  it,  and 
ordered  some  soothing  draught.  He  said  the  mixture 
should  have  been  diluted  with  eight  parts  of  water, 
whereas  the  water  was  omitted,  but  that  beyond  the 
pain  and  burning  there  was  no  danger.  However,  in 
a few  days  this  poor  ignorant  lad  died,  his  feet  and 
legs  turning  black  some  days  before  the  end.  I 
seldom  administered  medicine,  my  doctor  seldom 
ordering  any,  so  except  cod  liver  oil  I very  seldom 
had  anything  to  do  with  medicine. 

Towards  the  end  of  January  our  doctor  was  ordered 
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to  the  Crimea;  his  successor  was  ill  of  fever;  the  dresser, 
a kind,  considerate  young  man,  was  ill  too  ; and  these 
poormen  had  onlya  hurried  visit  from  a doctor  who  had 
this  duty  only  for  the  day,  and  in  addition  to  his  own 
daily  duty.  Of  course  he  could  take  no  deep  interest 
in,  nor  gain  much  knowledge  of  these  cases,  whom  he 
had  never  seen  before,  and  might  never  see  again. 
The  Scotch  artilleryman  was  a Presbyterian,  and  had 
a Presbyterian  dislike  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  One 
day  he  said,  “ I don’t  like  to  see  you  walking  and 
talking  so  friendly  to  those  nuns  ; I don’t  like  them.” 

I said,  “ I do  ; they  are  very  kind.”  “ Perhaps  so,” 
he  said,  “ but  I don’t  like  their  ways.  I know  we 
should  keep  our  blessed  Lord  in  continual  remem- 
brance— His  Cross  and  Passion,  and  all  He  has  done 
and  suffered  for  us  should  be  ever  in  our  hearts,  but 
to  wear  His  graven  image  dangling  by  the  side,  and 
pulling  it  about  in  the  hand,  is  not  right  or  respectful  ; 

I don’t  like  it”  Another  Presbyterian  (as  I came  round 
with  some  books)  said,  “ I want  none  of  your  books  or 
of  your  religion — till  I get  back  to  my  own  religion.” 
“ What  is  your  religion  ? ” I said,  expecting  to  hear  of 
some  strange  new  sect.  “ Pm  what  is  called  a Pro- 
testant Dissenter,”  said  he.  “ Well,”  I said,  “ you 
are  a Christian  ; so  am  I,  and  I hope  our  other  dif- 
ferences are  not  so  great.”  “ Pardon  me,”  he  said, 
“there,  are  great  differences.  You  are  for  general 
redemption — I am  for  special  election  ; you  are  for 
human  frailty — I am  for  total  and  utter  depravity  ; 
you  say  Christ  died  for  all — I say,  He  died  only  for 
His  chosen  ; ” and  he  ran  on  with  a fluent  emimera- 
tion  of  differences,  the  discussion  of  which  seemed 
to  me  very  undesirable,  so  I left  him  in  a trium- 
phant exposition  of  his  theological  principles.  He 
said  his  father  was  a Presbyterian  divine.  Though' 
ready  for  polemic  discussion,  he  seemed  a wild,  reck- 
less fellow,  whose  religion  little  touched  his  heart  or 
influenced  his  life.  He  was  shot  in  the  back — a few 
hairbreadths  the  doctor  said  would  have  made  his 
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wound  fatal.  He  said  he  would  never  write  home if 

he  lived,  his  friends  would  see  him  walk  in  some  day  ; 
and  if  he  died,  they  might  find  it  out  as  they  chose  ; be 
would  never  bother,  them  with  letters.  He  told  me  he 
refused  to  attend  the  Church  of  England,  and  had  often 
preferred  being  sent  to  the  black  hole  till  he  stirred  up 
other  Dissenters  in  his  regiment,  so  that  all  objected 
to  go  to  church,  and  at  last  gained  their  point.  ' 

The  kindness  of  the  men  to  each  other  was  in 
general  great.  Aslett  in  his  deepest  sufferings— and 
I believe  they  were  beyond  conception— ever  had 
thought  and  feeling  for  his  comrades.  " Though  ex- 
pressing little  of  religious  feeling  himself,  if  he  saw 
any  one  near  death  he  was  anxious  and  restless  till  a 
clergyman  came  to  see  him  ; and  though  oppressed 
with  weakness  and  pain,  not  able  to  raise  himself  on 
his  hard  pillow,  he  still  tried  to  exert  himself  on 
behalf  of  others. 

r* 

Many  of  the  doctors  not  understanding  the  com- 
plicated diet  roll,  found  filling  them  up  a perplexing 
task,  and  their  frequent  mistakes  caused  suffering  to 
the  poor  patients.  The  patients  on  extras,  those  who 
were  weakest  and  needed  most  frequent  support,  had 
frequently  to  wait  from  an  early  breakfast  of  dry  bread 
and  tea  at  8 A.M.  till  nightfall  without  food.  Several 
told  me  they  felt  hungry  about  noon,  but  before 
dinner  came  at  4 P.M.  they  were  faint  with  want, 
and  had  no  appetite.  I heard  my  doctor  complain 
of  this  to  the  head  surgeon,  who  said  it  should  be 
rectified,  but  it  was  not  in  my  time.  In  some  cases  the 
effects  of  this  long  fast  were  very  trying,  and  I used 
to  smuggle  in  trifling  assistance  in  some  cases,  though 
it  was  little  I could  do.  At  my  own  meals  I used  to 
save  a little  bread  and  butter  and  meat,  and  make 
some  sandwiches,  and  gave  them  to  the.  most  needy 
after  their  wounds  were  dressed.  I believe  this  helped 
in  some  cases  to  sustain  life.  Of  course  if  the  diet 
roll  had  been  carefully  arranged  by  the  doctors,  and 
their  orders  carefully  fulfilled,  any  interference  by  the 
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nurses  would  have  been  unnecessary  and  undesirable. 
But  in  some  cases  they  were  quite  unable  to  endure  a 
long  fast,  and  this  little  supply  seemed  useful.  I gave 
* it  only  to  those  in  greatest  need,  and  I never  found  - 
this  created  the  slightest  jealousy.  They  seemed 
rather  glad  and  thankful  for  each  other.  In  hospitals 
at  home  I have  met  cases  of  jealousy.  But  from 
whatever  cause,  these  men  seemed  to  me  more  noble, 
patient,  generous,  and  unselfish  than  human  nature 
generally  is.  I trust  their  sufferings  were  really 
sanctified — that  Christ  was  with  them  and  in  them, 
or  they  could  not  have  been  so  far  like  Him. 

One  poor  patient  would  take  nothing  but  what  I 
prepared.  He  had  no  appetite,  and  refused  to  eat, 
but  one  day  he  said  to  me,  “ I have  a few  things  under 
my  bed,  perhaps  if  you  made  me  something  with 
them  I could  eat  it.”  I found  in  an  old  shoe  two  eggs 
and  some  other  material,  and  carrying  them  off,  com- 
posed some  little  mess  he  pronounced  “ beautiful.”  I 
did  this  for  him  and  some  others.  Many  could  not 
eat  the  food  prepared  in  the  General  Hospital  kitchen. 
The  puddings  were  made  of  stiff  rice  unwashed,  and 
so  intermingled  with  chaff  and  stones  as  to  be  quite 
unfit  for  the  sick  and  dying.  The  men  never  grumbled 
at  their  food  but  it  was  often  rejected  when  a little 
care  and  trouble  in  cooking  it  might  have  made  it 
acceptable.  The  arrowroot  was  brought  up  in  pewter 
soup  plafes,  made  very  stiff,  and  sweetened  with  coarse 
dark  sugar.  It  was  frequently  laid  on  the  bed  beside 
men  who  were  in/  a state  of  stupor  or  exhaustion, 
unconscious  of  its  presence,  and  even  if  conscious 
quite  unable  to  sit  up  and  feed  themselves,  so  it  lay 
for  about  twenty  minutes,  when  the  orderly  came  to 
carry  it  away  and  devour  it  himself,  or  give  to  some 
voracious  convalescent.  I have  Heard  of  an  orderly^ 
eating  six  or  seven  portions  of  patients  who  had 
rejected  it.  Yet  all  these  men  needed^their  arrowroot, 
and  if  gently  roused  and  fed,  scarcely  one  would  have 
rejected  it.  I did  what  I could  in  feeding  the  worst 
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cases,  but  it  was  a slow  operation,  and  before  I had 
time  to  feed  more  than  two  men  it  grew  so  cold  as  to 
be  unpalatable. 

During  January  I heard  that  a nurse  was  coming 
to  the  long  neglected  corridor  through  which  I daily 
passed,  and  very  thankful  I felt,  for  they  needed  care 
which  the  wild  rough  boys  who  acted  as  orderlies 
were  little  able  to  give.  I knew  these  men  by  sight  as 
well  as  my  own,  and  marked  the  frequent  changes 
there  made  by  death.  The  first  patient  in  the  corridor 
was  a very  handsome  young  lancer,  wounded  in  three 
places  at  Balaclava.  I knew  well  his  sweet  innocent 
face  ; he  died  at  last.  Another  man  I watched  sinking 
day  by  day,  most  gentle  patient  he  was  ; and  I grew 
so  accustomed  to  his  pale, wasted,  deathly  countenance, 
that  when  one  morning,  looking  for  him  in  his  usual 
place,  I saw  his  bed  empty,  it  was  almost  as  much  a 
shock  as  if  I had  no  reason  to  expect  it.  It  seemed 
a common  occurrence  in  this  corridor  and  the  adjoin- 
ing wards  for  a man  to  be  found  dead,  neither  orderly 
nor  patient  in  the  next  bed  being  aware  of  it.  Mrs 
B.,  a most  kind  and  indefatigable  nurse,  was  put  on 
duty  here,  and  it  was  delightful  to  see  and  hear  her 
motherly  kindness  to  these  poor  men.  “ But  they 
would  die  in  spite  of  her,”  she  said,  as  deaths  con- 
tinued frequent  She  seemed  to  feel  it  a personal 
affront  that,  notwithstanding  all  her  tender  watchful 
care,  her  spoonfuls  of  jelly  and  beef-tea,  her  petting 
and  motherly  coaxing,  the  men  were  perversely  and 
obstinately  bent  on  evading  her  endeavours  and  defy- 
ing her  entreaties,  and  would  die.  She  got  excited  in 
her  vain  efforts  to  prolong  life.  “ I gave  him  four 
spoonfuls  of  jelly,  and  he  looked  up  in  my  face  and 
died.”  “ Four  spoonfuls  ! ” she  repeated.  But  in  some 
cases  her  jelly  and  beef-tea  may  have  been  useful ; 
and  even  if  not,  still  dying  faces  would  light  up  with 
grateful  recognition  at  her  coaxing  words,  “ Come,  try 
to  take  a little,,  just  to  please  your  own  old  nursie  ; 
you’ll  take  one  spoonful.”  It  was  a long  time  since 
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the  poor  fellows  had  heard  such  words.  And  she  did 
check  the  careless  neglect  of  the  boys  who  acted  as 
orderlies.  It  cheered  me  to  see  her  comely  face  and 
hear  her  kind  words  in  these  neglected  parts,  and  to. 
- think  that  now  no  poor  fellow  would  die  there  utterly 
neglected,  and  no  doubt  it  cheered  them  still  more. 

A new  arrangement  was  made  about  this  time.  It 
was  that  each  lady  or  sister  should  not  so  much  nurse 
actually  herself,  but  have  two  nurses  under  her  to 
superintend  in  one  division  of  the  Hospital.  I very 
much  preferred  remaining  where  I was,  and  with  my 
old  patients,  whom  I would  have  been  sorry  to  leave, 
and  some  of  whom  would  have  been  sorry  to  lose  me. 
Miss  N.  very  kindly  granted  my  request,  and  indeed 
in  all  my  personal  intercourse  with  her  the  impression 
she  gave  me  at  first  of  kindness,  firmness,  and  wisdom 
was  fully  realised.  I was  about  to  learn  her  value  in 
a deeper  degree,  to  know  how  dear  she  was  to  the  sick, 
how  her  sweet  voice  and  gentle  words  could  cheer  and 
soothe  the  heart  when  sinking  in  that  most  depressing 
fever,  sickness.  I used  to  feel  now  daily  more  weak 
and  weary.  For  change  I used  at  times  to  go  out  and 
sit  in  the  Cemetery,  to  see  if  the  air  would  revive  me  ; 
but  whether  the  country  was  really  getting  into  a 
pestilential  state,  or  that  my  sensations  were  becoming 
morbidly  acute,  I found  so  many  revolting  objects,  I 
was  glad  to  retire,  more  sick  and  tired  than  when  I 
went  out.  We  seemed  constantly  stumbling  on  dead 
dogs  and  cattle,  open  drains,  &c.  The  whole  country 
seemed  to  me  to  be  becoming  pestiferous.  One  day  I 
went  out  with  Miss  Smythe  (who  went  afterwards  to 
Kulilee,  where  she  died  of  fever),  and  after  trying 
different  pathways  to  escape  these  sickening  objects 
on  our  return,  we  watched  at  a distance  our  soldiers' 
funeral.  No  longer  borne  each,  aSThey  used  to  be,  by 
four  of  their  comrades,  nor  by  Turks,  who  succeeded 
them,  they  seemed  all  taken  in  one  cart,  as  in  the 
plague  of  London  in  1665,  or  in  the  beginning  of  the 
cholera  visitation  at  Plymouth  in  1849.  We  were  not 
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near  enough  to  observe  details ; some  of  the  nurses 
who  went  nearer  were  shocked. 

We  also  met  a body  of  convalescents  about  to  return 
to  the  Crimea,  but  their  pale  faces  and  frequent  cough 
seemed  to  proclaim  them  unfit  at  least  for  Crimean 
service.  At  this  time  mortality  was  at  its  height.  Yet 
the  places  of  the  dead  were  immediately  refilled,  so 
that  the  Hospitals  remained  full  to  overcrowding,  and 
the  Hospital  at  Kulilee  was  opened  and  began  to  fill. 
The  Hospitals  were  overcrowded,  fever  increasing  fast 
and  spreading;  doctors,  chaplains,  nurses,  and  more 
than  all,  orderlies,  were  attacked  by  it,  and  some  died. 
The  poor  orderlies  had  little  chance  of  escape.  Con- 
fined to  the  crowded  wards  day  and  night,  employed 
in  carrying  away  the  dead  and  in  all  the  most  trying 
parts  of  nursing,  and  expected  to  sit  up  every  third 
night — though  I believe  very  few  did  so — they  lay 
down  in  their  clothes,  and  fell  so  fast  asleep  that  no 
appeal  could  rouse  them.  Night  nursing  was  much 
wanted,  but  with  our  limited  number  and  want  of 
place  of  retirement,  it  was  impossible  to  do  much  in 
that  way.  One  very  good  and  zealous  doctor  often 
requested  us  to  sit  up  with,  or  at  least  to  visit  occa- 
sionally during  the  night,  some  of  his  men  he  was 
anxious  about  and  who  should  receive  food  frequently, 
and  we  did  so,  sitting  up  in  our  own  room,  and  every 
twenty  minutes  or  so  sallying  out  with  a little  food  to 
visit  our  patients.  There  was  something  very  sad  and 
striking  in  these  silent  walks  through  long  lanes  of  our 
brave  sick  and  dying  countrymen,  all  sunk  in  deep 
repose,  save  here  and  there  some  weary  wakeful 
patient  would  look  up  at  us  and  ask  for  relief  or  for 
a word  of  sympathy.  But  in  general  a deathlike 
silence  prevailed- in- the  ward  while  we  passed,  as 
gently  as  we  could,  to  our  appointed  task  along  the 
dimly  lighted  corridors.  One  night  eight  were  men- 
tioned, and  Miss  Anderson  and  I agreed  to  sit  up  the 
first  half  of  the  night,  and  then  to  call  two  others  to 
take  our  place  for  the  last  part.  But  there  was  no 
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need  for  doing  so — before  the  first  half  of  the  night 
all  had  died.  We  spent  a few  hours  in  trying  to 
soothe  their  dying  hours,  going  from  one  deathbed  to 
another,  and  when  all  were  at  rest  we  returned  to  our 
quarters  and  went  to  bed. 

My  men  were  kind  and  sympathising  to  each  other, 
though  sometimes,  when  a dying  man  was  restless  and 
noisy,  they  would  complain  ; but  when  their  poor  noisy 
comrade  was  still  in  death  they  seemed  to  repent,  and 
would  say,  “Poor  fellow,  he  could  not  help  it.”  It  is 
in  such  scenes  the  value  of  the  Cross  is  felt ; the 
length,  and  breadth,  and  height,  and  depth  of  the 
love  of  God  in  Christ  outstretching  and  sheltering  the 
depth  of  human  sin  and  suffering,  making  the  dark 
and  dreary  grave  a sweet  cave  of  shelter  from  the 
cruel  storms  of  life.  The  Queen’s  message  of  sym- 
pathy and  care,  the  thought  of  her  royal  heart  beating 
and  bleeding  for  her  faithful  suffering  troops,  cheered 
many  a sinking  heart ; but  it  needed  a Royal  message 
from  the  King  of  kings,  the  Conqueror  of  sin  and 
death  and  hell,  to  cast  a light  over  the  dark  valley 
the  poor  sufferers  were  passing  through,  and  to  make 
them  more  than  conquerors  over  the  last  enemy 
through  their  great  Captain,  who  loved  them  and 
gave  Himself  for  them.  Yes,  faithful  soldiers  of  our 
Queen  and  country,  who  counted  not  your  young 
lives  cut  short  too  high- a price  for  their  honour  and 
safety,  who  bore  uncomplainingly  neglect  and  hunger 
and  cold  and  want  in  reward  of  your  faithful  service, 
and  never  murmured  as  a slow  and  lingering  death 
closed  at  once  your  service  and  your  sufferings,  it  tvas 
He  who  bore  our  griefs  and  carried  our  sorrows  who 
enabled  you  so  to  act,  His  Cross  upheld,  His  grace 
supported,  His  mercy  encompassed  and  received  you. 

In  the  General  Hospital  we  hacL  two  large  rooms, 
one  for  the  Anglican  sisters  and  ladies,  and  another 
for  the  nurses,  and  a smaller  one  for  the  nuns.  Sister 
Bertha,  Margaret,  and  I were  the  Anglicans  ; Miss 
Anderson,  Miss  Smythe,  Miss  Tebbut  the  secular 
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ladies.  In  this  one  room,  which  was  large  and  airy, 
we  slept,  lived,  ate,  had  prayers,  received  visitors,  and 
performed  all  the  duties  of  life,  kept  stores,  and  cooked. 
So  we  all  felt  we  must  keep  well ; in  such  circum- 
stances to  be  ill  and  "confined  to  bed  was  indeed  not 
to  be  thought  of — it  would  be  a capital  crime  against 
decency  and  order.  In  this  conviction  I struggled  on, 
weak  and  weary,  but  hoping  it  would  pass  off,  and 
cheered  by  seeing  my  men  recovering.  We  rose  about 
daybreak,  Margaret  generally  first,  and  swept  the  room. 
Then  we  tidied  and  aired. the  room,  made  our  beds, 
and  had  breakfast.  One  of  us  remained  to  wash  up 
and  give  out  stores,  while  the  rest  proceeded  to  the 
wards.  If  there  were  any  particular  need,  we  visited 
the  wards  before  breakfast,  but  we  generally  found 
such  confusion,  such  commingling  of  dust  and  smoke, 
wards  being  swept  and  stoves  lighted,  that  we  found 
a speedy  retreat  advisable.  This  ordeal  must  have  been 
trying  to  the  consumptive  patients.  The  floors  were 
paved  with  stone,  which  seemed  of  a soft  crumbling 
nature,  so  that  sweeping  created  quantities  of  dust. 

One  day  about  the  end  of  February  or  beginning  of 
March,  feeling  more  unwell  than  usual,  I spent  some 
hours  lying  on  the  floor,  though  I made  an  effort  to 
reach  the  Barrack  Hospital.  On  the  road  in  re- 
turning I met  Dr  O’.,  who  told  me  I looked  ill,  and 
bid  me  take  care  of  myself.  That  night  we  were 
engaged  to  receive  Holy  Communion  with  a poor 
dying  soldier.  That  time  was  chosen  as  the  tumult 
and  distractions  of  the  day  were  over,  and  the  calm  of 
night  allowed  the  celebration  of  the  Holy  Communion 
to  be  offered  without  the  irreverence  which  must 
have  occurred  while  the  business  of  the  day  was  going 
on.  Indeed,  all  the- circumstances  made  the  com- 
memoration of  our  Lord’s  death  and  the  reception  of 
- His  sacrament  very  sacred  and  touching.  The  hushed 
silence,  the  dim  light  cast  upon  dying  faces,  made  the 
words  of  the  service  fall  with  deep  impressiveness  ; it 
seemed  to  cast  the  light  of  our  dying  Saviour’s  death- 
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less  love  across  the  dark  pathway  of  His  suffering 
followers.  But  that  night  we  were  disappointed  ; the 
chaplain  was  too  ill  to  come,  so  after  waiting  some 
time,  on  receiving  a message  to  that  effect,  we  left  the 
ward  and  retired  to  bed.  Next  morning  I felt  too  ill 
to  rise,  and  when  about  to  make  a second  attempt, 
Dr  O’Flaherty  came  in  and  forbade  it  Soon  after  I 
became  too  ill  to  be  conscious  of  anything  but  great 
pain  in  the  head,  noise  and  deafness.  I was  conscious 
too  of  much  kindness  from  Miss  Tebbut,  Margaret, 
and  Miss  Nightingale  when  she  came  to  see  me.  Miss 
Tebbut  was  a Unitarian  in  creed,  but  as  Margaret 
sometimes  said,  “ the  unbeliever  is  the  best  Christian 
in  the  room.”  She  put  on  leeches  on  my  head,  but 
not  being  accustomed  to  such,  and  having  a great 
aversion  to  them,  she  asked  for  a nurse  to  help  her  ; 
but  on  Mrs  C.  saying,  “ Folk  should  never  begin  what 
they  are  afraid  to  finish,”  she  dispensed  with  assistance 
and  finished  her  job  well.  I felt  the  danger  and  in- 
convenience I was  inflicting  on  my  companions,  and 
wished  to  be  removed.  I believe  the  bad  air  of  the 
Hospital,  fatigue,  and  mental  anxiety  caused  this 
illness,  and  that  it  was  not  contagious.  No  one  in 
the  room  took  it,  though  my  being  so  ill  among  them 
must  have  been  disagreeable.  They  expected  my 
death.  A nurse  afterwards  told  me  that  for  ten  days  or 
a fortnight,  every  morning  they  expected  to  hear 
that  I was  gone,  and  she  described  me  as  “ the  lady 
that  would  not  die.”  It  was  very  much  like  though 
worse  than  the  fever  I had  five  years  before  after 
nursing  nearly  foiir  months  in  the  Cholera  Hospitals 
in  Plymouth.  A young  doctor  in  the  room  above  me 
died  of  fever  during  my  illness,  and  also  one  of  the 
kindest  and  best  of  the  nurses  also  died  of  the  same 
soon  after.  A nurse  chosen  to  attend  these  cases  was 
full  of  hope  and  enthusiasm.  On  hearing  she  was 
appointed  to  this  duty,  she  danced  round  the  room, 
saying,  “ I’ll  bring  him  round,  see  if!  don’t  bring  him 
round,”  and  clapping  her  hands.  I was  ill  in  bed, 
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though  no  longer  deaf,  and  I said,  “ Don’t  boast ; life 
and  death  are  not  in  your  hands,  though  you  are  a 
good  nurse.”  When  both  her  patients  died,  I heard 
she  was  so  disappointed  she  wished  to  go  home. 
Miss  Nightingale  promised  to  have  me  moved  as  soon 
as  I was  able.  One  day,  when  lying  alone,  I felt  my 
bed  shake  and  rock  under  me,  and  looking  up,  saw 
the  room  and  everything  in  it  rocking.  I knew  at 
once  it  was  an  earthquake,  and  expected  to  see  the 
roof  fall,  and  to  be  swallowed  ; but  though  it  was  an 
awful  expectation,  I had.  no  fear.  I only  thought 
wars,  rumours  of  wars,  earthquakes,  surely  the  end  is 
coming.  The  shaking  continued  some  time,  then  all 
was  still.  On  some  one  coming  into  the  room  I said, 
“We’ve  had  an  earthquake.”  They  afterwards  told 
me  it  created  great  fear  in  the  wards,  that  all  out  of 
bed,  and  many  who  had  been  confined  to  bed,  rushed 
out  of  doors  ; many  who  had  shown  no  emotion  in 
battle  were  crying  and  trembling,  and  left  the  bed  to 
which  they  had  been  confined  though  too  feeble  to 
return  unassisted.  One,  I was  told,  leapt  from  a 
window  and  was  killed.  Miss  N.  told  me  many 
minarets  in  Constantinople  had  been  thrown  down, 
and  that  in  a Greek  town  many  had  been  killed  and 
wounded.  Soon  after  this  Miss  N.  had  me  moved  to 
the  Barrack  Hospital.  I was  still  too  weak  and  ill  to 
know  or  care  much  about  it.  Margaret  afterwards 
told  me  it  had  been  arranged  some  Turkish  porters  were 
to  carry  me,  but  she  begged  so  earnestly  that  I might 
have  soldiers  of  our  army,  she  got  that  granted,  and 
Miss  Nightingale  brought  four  soldiers,  who  lifted  my 
mattress  on  a stretcher  such  as  was  used  for  remov- 
ing the  dead.  I was  quite  sensible,  and  I did  not 
know  where  I was -going,  but  was  quite  content  and 
happy,  and  felt  the  fresh  breeze  of  the  open  air  and 
the  beautiful  scenery  very  refreshing  as  I was  being 
conveyed  to  the  Barrack  Hospital.  • I was  carried  in 
at  the  Sultan’s  gate,  and  then  upstairs  to  our  old 
quarters,  the  big  tower  room.  Here,  though  I steadily 
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recovered  and  gained  strength,  my  worst  sufferings 
began.  With  returning  powers  came  increasing 
anxiety  and  grief,  fear  of  being  sent  home,  and  so 
never  being  allowed  to  return  to  my  patients,  and^ 
my  fears  were  realised.  Dr  C.  came  and  spoke  of 
my  going  home.  This  always  raised  a tumult  and 
fever  in  mind  and  body,  and  as  he  came  frequently 
and  spoke  of  my  return,  I said  at  last  I felt  too  ill  to 
move,  and  would  not  consent  to  do  so.  After  this  his 
visits  were  discontinued.  I continued  gaining  strength, 
and  began  to  rise  and  walk.  Mrs  Bracebridge  took 
me  out,  and  one  day  I went  with  her  to  the  stores, 
and  saw  the  havoc  rats  were  making.  Among  the 
stores  I found  a barrel  of  wine  directed  to  me. 
Another  day  I was  allowed  to  visit  my  patients. 
Some  were  gone,  others  hoping  soon  to  return  to  their 
duty  in  the  Crimea — all  welcomed  gladly  my  return, 
and  I began  to  hope  I might  soon  be  allowed  to 
do  so.  But  Dr  M‘.  came  in  one  day  and  said  I 
must  go  home.  As  he  had  spoken  of  my  returning 
to  my  duty  in  the  wards,  I was  much  disappointed, 
and  I suppose  showed  it  as  he  said  my  health  required  - 
a change,  and  if  I were  his  own  sister  he  would  order 
it,  but  if  the  war  continued  he  would  send  for  me. 
He  died  himself  next  autumn.  Soon  after  I was  told 
to  make  ready  for  my  return.  I put  the  little  I wanted 
into  a bag.  A big  boxful  of  things  was  pressed  on 
me,  but  as  I did  not  think  they  belonged  to  me,  I 
steadily  declined  its  company,  saying  I would  not 
have  it.  Mrs  B.,  a;  widow  lady,  who  had  nursed  in 
the  corridor  next  mine,  and  had  afterwards  gone  up 
to  the  Crimea,  had  an  interview  with  Lord  Raglan, 
and  returned  to  Constantinople  with  Miss  L.  (who 
was  thought  to  be  dying  of  fever)  and  Miss  E. 
The  captain  of  the  ship  which  brought  them  from  — 
Balaclava  at  first  refused  to  take  a dying  lady,  but  he 
was  at  last  induced  to  receive  her, ^though  it  was 
feared  she  would  die.  There  was  a storm  in  the 
Black  Sea,  in  which  Miss  L.  was  rolled  out  of 
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bed.  But  tnis  rough  treatment  seemed  to  bring  a re- 
action, she  began  to  rally,  and  though  still  very  ill, 
arrived  at  Constantinople  in  a much  less  hopeless  con- 
dition than  that  in*  which  she  had  left  the  Crimea. 
Lord  Napier  had  kindly  offered  to  receive  those  sick 
ladies  into  his  house  in  Constantinople,  but  there  was 
no  one  at  the  landing  place  to  receive  them  or  show 
them  the  way  to  Lord  Napier’s,  so  they  remained 
tossing  in  the  open  boat  till  an  officer  asked  them  if 
he  could  in  any  way  assist  them.  Miss  Erskine 
said  she  wanted  some  conveyance  to  take  the  sick 
lady  she  was  with  to  Lord  Napier’s.  He  went  away, 
but  returned  with  some  soldiers,  who  lifted  the 
stretcher  and  mattress  on  which  Miss  L.  lay,  and 
carried  her  to  Lord  Napier’s,  Miss  E.  accompany- 
ing her,  but  leaving  Mrs  B.  alone  with  the  lug- 
gage on  the  pier.  Mrs  B.  was  recovering  from  a 
slight  attack  of  fever,  and  found  her  situation  too 
trying,  Turks,  Greeks,  and  dogs  were  crowding 
round,  all  jabbering,  vociferating,  and  yelping,  and  all 
utterly  unintelligible  to  the  poor  lady  left  in  charge, 
so  she  began  to  call  aloud  for  “Help!  help!  for  a poor 
English  lady,  widow  of  a British  officer  who  lay  in 
Spain  between  two  general  officers!”  The  doleful  out- 
cry reached  a man-of-war,  and  the  captain  sent  a 
boat  to  inquire  into  the  matter.  Learning  what  they 
could  from  the  agitated  lady,  who  feared  being  thrust 
into  the  sea,  and  the  luggage  she  had  in  charge  made 
a prey,  the  officer  of  the  boat  told  his  men  to  take  the 
lady  and  luggage  to  the  ship,  and  said  to  Mrs  B.  the 
captain  would  settle  the  matter.  On  hearing  par- 
ticulars, the  captain  ordered  some  of  the  sailors  to 
carry  the  luggage,  and  see  the  lady  safe  to  Lord 
Napier’s,  which  was  done. 

Hearing  that'  Mrs  B.  was  to  return  with -me,  I went 
over  with  a lady  to  Constantinople  to  see  her  and 
Miss  Langston.  Crossing  in  a caique  was  very  plea- 
sant, the  views  beautiful,  the  conveyance  luxurious. 
We  found  Miss  L.  getting  better,  and  Mrs  B.  recovered 
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from  her  fright,  but  subject  to  feverish  attacks.  A few 
days  after  I was  allowed  to  visit  my  old  wards.  I 
found  some,  not  many,  had  died,  a few  returned 
to  Sebastopol,  and  some  gone  home,  and  a good  many 
fresh  cases  come  from  the  Crimea.  I was  glad  to  see 
my  old  friends,  and  I think  they  were  glad  to  see  me. 
Murphy  said  he  had  prayed  for  me;  another  said  he 
had  missed  me  much,  and  asked  daily  when  I was  to 
return.  I did  not  tell  him  I was  to  be  sent  home,  and 
never  return — never  know  what  became  of  these  brave 
patient  Christlike  men.  At  the  pier  I found  the  box 
I had  repudiated,  standing  as  if  it  were  determined  to 
accompany  me,  but  on  my  repeating  my  determina- 
tion that  it  should  not  do  so,  and  that  if  it  went  I 
would  not,  it  was  left  standing  in  solitary  state.  Its 
ultimate  fate  I never  learnt  Next  day  I went  on 
board  “ Le  Gange,”  which  was  a French  ship,  though 
built  on  the  Clyde,  and  first  called  the  “ Black  Swan.” 
A number  of  French  invalid  soldiers  were  being  sent 
home  in  it  There  were  also  a few.  British  officers,  a 
Queen’s  messenger,  an  American  lady  and  gentleman, 
a French  family,  and  a good  many  French  officers.  - 
I was  glad  to  see  our  officers  were  not  only  the  tallest, 
finest-looking  men  on  board,  but  that  they  seemed  the 
kindest — the  quickest  to  sympathise  with  all  sufferers. 
The  French  soldier’s  food  seemed  poor  and  squalid 
compared  with  our  best  cabin  meals.  One  of  the 
French  brought  his  share  to  show  to  one  of  the  French 
officers,  complaining  of  the  small  quantity.  The 
French  officer  merely  shrugged  his  shoulders.  One 
of  ours,  overhearing  the  complaint,  ran  down  to  the 
state  cabin,  where  dinner  was  being  laid,  and  seizing 
a loaf,  gave  it  to  the  soldier  who  had  complained. 

In  the  evening  as  we  steamed  away  and  night  came 
on,  we  looked  back  to  the  great^Hospital,  and  saw'^ 
lights  glimmering  through  the  wards.  How  I envied 
those  we  left  still  ministering  to  the  sick  and  suffering. 
Our  voyage  would  have  been  pleasant  but  for  the 
evident  suffering  of  the  poor  invalid  French  soldiers, 
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and  the  knowledge  that  several  died,  and  every  night 
some  bodies  were  committed  to  the  deep.  One 
morning  before  rising  the  engine  ceased  to  work,  and 
the  ship  stood  still..  I dressed  quickly  and  went  on 
deck,  and  saw  a little  boat  was  rowing  about  as  if 
seeking  something.  An  American  passenger,  who 
seemed  a religious  teacher,  came  to  me  and  said,  “ The 
poor  fellow  is  gone,  they  can’t  find  him.”  I asked, 
“ Whom  do  they  seek.”  He  said,  “ One  of  the  French 
soldiers  threw  himself  overboard,  and  the  captain  sent 
a boat  to  see  if  he  could  be  rescued,  but  in  vain.”  The 
seekers  and  the  boat  returned  to  the  ship,  and  the 
engines  began  to  work,  and  we  were  soon  far  from 
the  place.  It  seems  the  poor  man  had  announced  his 
purpose  to  his  comrades,  and  was  not  persuaded  to 
forego  it,  nor  did  its  execution  seem  to  cause  much 
sensation.  The  Mediterranean  was  for  the  most  part 
beautifully  calm  on  this  return  voyage.  Miss  Nightin- 
gale bid  us  call  at  Athens  to  meet  and  come  home 
with  Miss  Stanley,  so  Mrs  Bull  and  I landed  at  Pirius, 
and  went  in  a pretty  pony  phaeton  to  Athens  with  some 
letters  of  introduction,  but  finding  Miss  Stanley  had 
not  come,  and  that  no  one  knew  when  she  was 
expected,  we  thought  it  best  to  return  as  quickly  as 
possible  to  catch  our  ship  and  continue  our  journey 
by  it.  We  reached  it  just  in  time.  The  country  was 
beautiful,  and  the  city  deeply  interesting,  but  we  had 
little  time  to  examine  or  enjoy  them.  On  the  voyage 
a number  of  pretty  little  birds  lighted  on  the  ship, 
seeming  so  weary  and  exhausted  that  they  allowed 
the  sailors  to  take  them  in  their  hands  Our  good 
officers  would  not  allow  any  one  to  hurt  them,  but 
gave  them  food  and  _water  and  a sleeping-place  in 
their  berth,  and  let  them  fly  next  morning.  It  was 
pleasant  to  see  men  who  had  suffered,  and  seen  such 
sufferings  as  they  had,  yet  anxious  to  relieve  the 
suffering  and  supply  the  wants  of  these  helpless  little 
wanderers.  We  passed  through  the  Straits  of  Messina 
and  saw  Mount  Etna,  and  in  two  days  after  reached 


1 1 2 


Reminiscences  of  Scutari  Hospitals. 


Marseilles.  The  French  soldiers  who  were  able 
seemed  to  take  pains  to  be  clean  and  tidy  on  landing. 
Some  were  too  ill  for  the  effort,  and  a few  were 
dying.  One  who  seemed  very  far  gone  lay  on  deck, 
his  head  resting  on  his  knapsack.  Col.  J.  tried  to 
procure  a softer  pillow  for  him,  but  it  seemed  in  vain. 
Mrs  B.  and  I went  to  the  hotel,  and  while  sitting  there 
a gentleman  came  up  to  us,  and  in  a kind  English 
voice  and  tongue  asked  if  he  could  be  of  any  use.  I 
recognised  him  as  the  doctor  who  had  attended  Holy 
Communion  regularly,  and  we  gladly  accepted  his 
(Dr  Smyth,  of  Leeds),  kind  offer  of  travelling  with 
us  and  assisting  us  any  way  he  could.  As  both 
Mrs  B.  and  I were  still  weak,  and  I spoke  French 


with  difficulty,  and  Mrs  B.  not  at  all,  his  presence 
and  company  were  the  greatest  help  and  comfort, 
and  he  treated  us  with  most  Christian  kindness, 
and  turned  a journey  I dreaded  into  one  of  ease  and 
pleasure.  He  managed  everything  for  us.  The 
first  night  on  the  train  was  close,  and  we  were 
rather  crowded,  some  nuns  and  children  being  in  the 
same  carriage.  The  nuns  said  their  prayers  before  we 
started  without  any  symptom  either  of  ostentation  or 
of  false  shame,  but  just  as  an  obvious  duty,  and  then 
composed  themselves  to  sleep.  But  the  heat  and 
closeness  caused  thirst  and  disturbed  sleep,  so  at 
every  station  a cry  for  water  rose,  and  the  nuns 
responded,  “ De  I'eau  ! de  lean  ! ” and  our  kind  doctor 
and  a young  companion  he  had  picked  up  sprang  out 
of  the  carriage*  to  satisfy  our  thirst,  but  they  had  no 
vessel  but  one  shell  which  scarcely  held  a \yine-glass- 
ful,  and  before  it  could  be  replenished  the  train  had  to 
move,  and  the  poor  sufferers  had  to  endure.  However, 
some  passengers  in  the  next  carriage,  hearing  our  dis- 
tress,lent  us  a saucepan  which  held  enough  for  the  whole 
party,  and  was  thankfully  passed  round.  On  reaching 
Paris  we  spent  two  days  there, Imd  then  went  on  to 
Boulogne  and  thence  to  London.  Here  our  kind  doctor 
left  us,  and  I drove  to  Osnaburg  Street  Home. 
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* REVIEWS. 

A SUMMARY  OF  SURGERY  FOR  NURSES.* 

By  Selwyn  Taylor,  M.A.,  M.Ch.,  F.R.C.S. 

The  danger  of  all  summaries  is  that  inexperienced 
students,  thinking  to  save  themselves  time  and  trouble, 
tend  to  use  them  instead  of  their  text  books. 

Used  in  the  correct  way,  however,  this  book  could  be 
helpful  to  the  senior  student  studying  for  her  final  examina- 
tion. It  presupposes  a good  working  knowledge  of  the 
subject  without  which  the  book  would  be  a hindrance 
rather  than  an  aid  to  study. 

The  following  examples  illustrate  the  need  for  previous 
knowledge  and  a supplementary  text  book:  “treatment 
by  massive  doses  of  penicillin  “ watch  for  signs  of  shock  j 
or  haemorrhage.” 

There  are  two  very  useful  appendices  on  the 
SulpHonamides  and  Penicillin. 

* Published  by  Faber  & Faber,  Ltd.,  24,  Russell  Square, 
London,  W.C.i.  Price  5s.  j 

MALARIA,  WITH  SPECIAL  REFERENCE  TO  THE 

AFRICAN  FORMS.* 

By  W.  K.  Blackie,  M.D.,  Ph.D.,  F.R.C.P.  (Ed.),  D.T.M.&H.  j 

Writing  primarily  for  doctors  this  book  would  be  a useful 
addition  to  the  library  of  any  Nurse  practising  overseas. 

The  author’s  knowledge  of  his  subject  is  profound  and  j 
his  experience  extensive.  Of  great  interest  to  the  Nurse 
would  be  the  chapters  on  Prevention,  Differential  Diagnosis, 
Prognosis  and  Treatment.  The  book  contains  a coloured  \ 
plate  illustrating  the  different  Malarial  Parasites  and  their 
life  cycles.  ' ■ / 

There  is  also  a very  interesting  chapter  on  the  history 
of  Parasitology.  / - J 

* Published  _ for  the  Post-Graduate  Press  bv  The  African 
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